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MUSIC IN PRAYER-MEETINGS: PREFACE. 


z 2 GQNE reason why the music in many prayer-meetings 
CEM S} gives so little assistance in the worship, is found in the 
A y) 





vai! worn-out familiarity of the hymns and tunes employed. 
#s| There is no growth in the exercise. What is wanted 
is a wider range and a fresher adaptation. But the 
prayer-meetings are destroyed the moment one under- 
2 takes to make singing-classes of them; an instructor 
is given to the Sunday-school, and the choir lead in the sanctuary, but 
help must come from outside in this case. No adequate chance for in- 
crease is offered, unless the experiences of Sabbath success can be taken 
into the week-day monotony. 

Then, on the other hand, one reason why the music on the Lord’s Day 
has often so feeble a force, is found in its exclusiveness as a thing of high 
art. It remains too far out of reach of the congregation. _ What is wanted 
is a common source of instruction; then the same tunes being used, and 
so being taught and becomin g familiar, and the same hymns being learned 
and becoming usable, the Sunday-school and the choir will unite their 
wonderful help in rendering the prayer-meetings welcome by a new ring 
of reality in the praises of the Lord Christ. 

Both of these ends will, therefore, be best secured by the constant use 
of the same manual for all the services. Then the skill of trained singers 
in the sanctuary will tell on the social meetings; and the painstaking drill 
of the Sabbath-school will give aid; and the education of the whole 
people will react powerfully upon the worship everywhere; and work will 
be delightful when it is inspirited by rhythm like that of singing sailors 
on the sea. 


CHARLES SEYMOUR ROBINSON. 


New York: 57 East Fifty-fourth Street. 
June 1, 1890. 
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1 Praise to Ohrist. 
WHEN morning gilds the skies, 
My heart awaking cries, 

May Jesus Christ be praised: 
Alike at work and prayer, 
To Jesus I repair; 

May Jesus Christ be praised. 


2 To thee, O God, above, 
T ery with glowing love, 


May Jesus Christ be praised: 


This song of sacred joy, 
It never seems to cloy: 


May Jesus Christ be praised. 


3 Does sadness fill my mind, 
A solace here I find; 


May Jesus Christ be praised: 


Or fades my earthly bliss, 
My comfort still is this: 


May Jesus Christ be praised. 





pees ia 


4 When evil thoughts molest, 
With this I shield my breast: 
May Jesus Christ be praised: 
The powers of darkness fear, 
When this sweet chant I hear: 
May Jesus Christ be praised. 


5 When sleep her balm denies, 
My silent spirit sighs, 
May Jesus Christ be praised: 
The night becomes as day, 
When from the heart we say, 
May Jesus Christ be praised. 


6 Be this, while life is mine, 
My canticle divine: 

May Jesus Christ be praised: 
Be this the eternal song, 
Through all the ages long: 

May Jesus Christ be praised. 


E, Caswall, tr. 


MORNING WORSHIP. 
NICAEA. P. M. fa B. Dyxes. 
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Ho-ly, ho-ly, ho- ly, mer-ci- ful and might-y, God in three persons, bless-ed bile -i- ty! 
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2 The triune God. 
Hor, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty!. 3 HW» oly, Roly! though the darkness 
Early in the morning our song shall rise Though the eyo of sinful man thy glory 
to thee; ; ‘ may not see; 
Holy, holy, holy, merciful and mighty, Only thou art holy; there is none beside 
God in three persons, blesséd Trinity! thee, 


2 Holy, holy, holy! all the saints adore Perfect in power, in love and purity. 
thee : 
ees i : 4 Holy, holy, holy! Lord God Almighty! 
Casting down their golden crowns around ~ 44 thy works shall praise thy name, in 
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thee . la . . 
’ God in th , bl ace ! 
Which wert and art and evermore shalt be, oe Ae Ee ee ee 
HALLE. 7s, 61. Arr. by T. Hastincs. 
ee aN es 

# os. -O-|-O-g - 
*f He ggaitioegee 

“a. a eo @ 3 a a 
—aece 2 . TRIS 





: Christ, whose glory fills the skies, Christ, the true, the only ae 
Sun of Beery big alee o’er the shades of night; ete re on anit Bag inmy heart appear. 


pulse epiitine eit sae 


The Day-Star. 

De whose glory fills the skies, 

Christ, the true, ly light, 
one Coan odie Se ley tent Warmth and gladness to my heart. 

Triumph o’er the shades of night; 3 Visit, then, this soul of mine, — 
Day-spring from on high, be near, Pierce the gloom of sin and grief; 
Day-star in my heart appear. Fill me, radiant Sun divine! 
2 Dark and cheerless is the morn, Scatter all my unbelief; 

More and more thyself display, 


If thy light is hid from me; ae 
Joyless is the day’s return, ; Shining to the perfect day. Charles West 























Till thy mercy’s beams I see; 
Till they inward light impart, 


MORNING WORSHIP. 


WARWICK. C. ses 


, S. STANLEY. 
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4 Psalm 6. 

Lorp! in the morning thou shalt hear 
My voice ascending high; 

To thee will I direct my prayer, 
To thee lift up mine eye:— 


2 Up to the hills, where Christ has pone 
To plead for all his saints, 

Presenting at his Father’s throne, 
Our songs and our complaints. 


3 Thou art a God, before whose sight, 
The wicked shall not stand; 





Sinners shall ne’er be thy delight, 
Nor dwell at thy right hand. 


4 But to thy house will I resort, 
To taste thy mercies there; 

I will frequent thy holy court, 
And worship in thy fear. 


5 Oh, may thy Spirit guide my feet, 
In ways of righteousness; 

Make every path of duty straight, 
And plain before my face. 


Isaac Watts. 


A. WILLIAMS. 
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How did my heart rejoice to hear My friends de voutly say,— 


—“In Zi-on let us all appear, And keep the solemn day.” 



































5 Psalm 122. 
How pi my heart rejoice to hear 
My friends devoutly say,— 
“‘In Zion let us all appear, 
And keep the solemn day.” 


2 I love her gates, I love the road; 
The Church, adorned with grace, 
Stands like a palace built for God, 
To show his milder face. 
3 Up to her courts, with joys unknown, 
The holy tribes repair; 





The Son of David holds his throne, 
And sits in judgment there, 


4 Peace be within this sacred place, 
And joy a constant guest; 

With holy gifts and heavenly grace, 
Be her attendants blest. 


5 My soul shall pray for Zion still, 
While life or breath remains; 
There my best friends, my kindred dwell, 


There God, my Saviour reigns. 
Tsaac Watts. 


LOWRY. L. M. 


WORSHIP. 
G. F. Root. 
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Shake off dull sloth,and joy-ful rise 
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Morning. 

Awake8, my soul, and with the sun 
Thy daily stage of duty run; 

Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise 
To pay thy morning sacrifice. 


2 Awake, lift up thyself, my heart, 
And with the angels bear thy part, 
Who all night long unwearied sing 
High praises to the eternal King. 


3 Glory to thee, who safe hast kept, 

And hast refreshed me when I slept; 
Grant, Lord, when I from death shall wake, 
I may of endless life partake. 


4 Lord, I my vows to thee renew: 

Scatter my sins as morning dew; 

Guard my first springs of thought and will, 
And with thyself my Spirit fill. 


5 Direct, control, suggest, this day, 

All I design, or do or say; 

That all my powers, with all their might, 
Tn thy sole glory may unite. 


Thomas Ken. 


CANONBURY. L. M. 


Psalm 92. 

Sweet is the work, my God, my King! 

To praise thy name, give thanks, and sing; 
To show thy love by morning light, 

And talk of all thy truth at night, 


2 Sweet is the day of sacred rest; 

No mortal cares shall seize my breast; 
Oh! may my heart in tune be found, 
Like David’s harp of solemn sound! 


3 My heart shall triumph in my Lord, 

And bless his works, and bless his word; 
Thy works of grace, how bright they shine! 
How deep thy counsels! how divine! 


4 Lord! I shall share a glorious part, 
When grace hath well refined my heart, 
And fresh supplies of joy are shed, 
Like holy oil to cheer my head. 


5 Then shall I see, and hear, and know 
All I desired or wished below; 

And every power find sweet employ, 

In that eternal world of joy. 


Isaac Watts. 


Arr. fr. SCHUMANN. 






























































THE LORD’S DAY, 


MIGDOL. L. M. 





Lowe.i Mason. 
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8 Psalm 84. 

How purasant, how divinely fair, 

O Lord of hosts! thy dwellings are! 
With long desire my Spirit faints, 
To meet the assemblies of thy saints. 


2 My flesh would rest in thine abode, 
My panting heart cries out for God; 
My God! my King! why should I be 
So far from all my joys, and thee? 


3 Blest are the saints who sit on high, 
Around thy throne of majesty; 

Thy brightest glories shine above, 
And all their work is praise and love. 


4 Blest are the souls who find a place 
Within the temple of thy grace; 

There they behold thy gentler rays, 
And seek thy face, and learn thy praise. 


5 Cheerful they walk with growing strength, 


Till all shall meet in heaven at length; 
Till all before thy face appear, 
And join in nobler worship there, 

Isaac Watts. 
9 Each day’s Duties. 
New every morning is the love 
Our wakening and uprising prove; 


Through sleep and darkness safely brought, 


Restored to life, and power, and thought. 


2 New mercies, each returning day, 
Hover around us while we pray; 
New perils past, new sins forgiven, 


New thoughts of God, new hopes of heaven. 





3 If, on our daily course, our mind 
Be set to hallow all we find, 

New treasures still, of countless price, 
God will provide for sacrifice. 


4 The trivial round, the common task, 
Will furnish all we need to ask, 

Room to deny ourselves, a road 

To bring us daily nearer God. 


5 Only, O Lord! in thy dear love 
Fit us for perfect rest above; 
And help us, this and every day, 
To live more nearly as we pray. 


John Keble, 
1 O “(A nobler Rest.” : 
Tune earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love, 
But there’s a nobler rest above; 
To that our longing souls aspire, 
With cheerful hope and strong desire. 


2 No more fatigue, no more distress, 
Nor sin nor death shall reach the place; 
No groans shall mingle with the songs 
That warble from immortal tongues. 


3 No rude alarms of raging foes, 

No cares to break the long repose, 
No midnight shade, no clouded sun, 
But sacred, high, eternal noon. 


4 O long-expected day, begin! 

Dawn on these realms of woe and sin; 
Fain would we leave this weary road, 
And sleep in death to rest with God. 


Philip Dodaridge. 


to THE LORD’S DAY. 
SABBATH. 7s. D. Lowe tt Mason. 
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11 Sabbath Morning. 

Sarexy through another week, 3 Here we come thy name to praise; 
God has brought us on our way; Let us feel thy presence near; 

Let us now a blessing seek, May thy glory meet our eyes, 
Waiting in his courts to-day: While we in thy house appear: 

Day of all the week the best, Here afford us, Lord, a taste 

Emblem of eternal rest. Of our everlasting feast. 

2 While we seek supplies of grace, 4 May thy gospel’s joyful sound 
Through the dear Redeemer’s name; Conquer sinners, comfort saints; 

Show thy reconciling face,— Make the fruits of grace abound, 
Take away our sin and shame; Bring relief for all complaints: 

From our worldly cares set free,— Thus let all our Sabbaths prove, 

May we rest this day in thee. Till we rest in thee above. ye 

‘ohn Newton, 

LISBON. S. M. D. Reap. 















































1 2 Psalm 8h. 

WELComE, sweet day of rest, 3 One day, amid the place 
That saw the Lord arise! Where my dear Lord hath been, 

Welcome to this reviving breast, Is sweeter than ten thousand days 
And these rejoicing eyes! Within the tents of sin. 

2 The King himself comes near, 4 My willing soul would stay 
And feasts his saints to-day; In such a frame as this, 

Here may we sit and see him here, And sit and sing herself away 
And love, and praise, and pray, To everlasting bliss. 


Isaac Watts. 


THE LORD’S DAY. i 


MENDEBRAS. 7s, 6s. D. 
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O day of joy and light ; With pure and radiant beams, 
O balm of care and sadness, eee iiyine, eahee flowing 
BNGrt hennhital wibst bright With soul-refreshing streams. 
On thee, the high and lowly, 3 New graces ever gaining 
Bending before the throne, From this our day of rest, 
Sing, Holy, Holy, Holy, } We reach the rest remaining 
To the Great Three in One. To spirits of the blest. 
2 To-day on weary nations To Holy Ghost be. prises, 
The heavenly manna falls; Roar one se ooo : 
To holy convocations The Church her voice upraises 
The silver trumpet calls, ee Ser ass ue 
MARLOW. C. Arr. by L. Mason. 

































HE PSUS eirees im eireriteeteicr ete! 


This is the day the Lord hath made; He calls the als his own; Let heav’n rejoice,let earth be glad, And praise oe throne. 


aoe ceoeteretit a ese BAS TeIEeL | 


14 Psalm 118. 

Tuts is the day the Lord hath made; 
He calls the hours his own; 

Let heaven rejoice, let earth be glad, 4 Blest be the Lord who comes to men 
And praise surround the throne. With messages of grace; 

2 To-day he rose, and left the dead, Who comes, in God his Father’s name, 


Moai Gaiants Ganpire tell: To save our sinful race. 
To-day the saints his triumph spread, 5 Hosanna in the highest strains 
And all his wonders tell. The church on earth can raise; 


- ae, The highest heavens, in which he reigns, 
3 oS to poenliatod Hine, Shall give him nobler praise. 
To David’s only Son; Isaac Watts. 
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Help us, O Lord; descend, and bring 
Salvation from thy throne. 


OLD HUNDRED. L. M. 


GENERAL PRAISE. 


G. FRAnc. 
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1 5 Psalm 100. 

BeErore Jehovah’s awful throne, 
Ye nations! bow with sacred joy: 

Know that the Lord is God alone: 
He can create, and he destroy. 


2 His sovereign power, without our aid, 
Made us of clay, and formed us men; 
And when, like wandering sheep, westrayed, 

He brought us to his fold again. 


3 Weare his people, we his care,— 
Our souls, and all our mortal frame: 

What lasting honors shall we rear, 
Almighty Maker! to thy name? 


4 We’llcrowd thy gates with thankful songs, 
High as the heavens our voices raise; 

And earth, with her ten thousand tongues, 
Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise. 


5 Wide as the world is thy command, 
Vast as eternity, thy love; 

Firm as a rock thy truth must stand, 
When rolling years shall cease to move. 


Isaac Watts, 
1 6 Psalm 100. 
Aut people that on earth do dwell, 
Sing to the Lord with cheerful voice: 
Him serve with mirth, his praise forth tell, 
Come ye before him and rejoice. 


2 Know that the Lord is God indeed; 
Without our aid he did us make: 

We are his flock, he doth us feed, 
And for his sheep he doth us take. 





3 Oh, enter then his gates with praise, 
Approach with joy his courts unto: 
Praise, laud, and bless his name always, 

For it is seemly so to do. 


4 For why? the Lord our God is good, 
His mercy is for ever sure; 

His truth at all times firmly stood, 
And shall from age to age endure. 


William Kethe. 


h Kg 
Praise God, from whom all blessings flow, 
Praise him, all creatures here below; 
Praise him above, ye heavenly host; 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 


Thomas Ken, 


Doxology. 


1 8 Doxology. 

To Gop the Father, God the Son, 

And God the Spirit, Three in One, 
Be honor, praise, and glory given, 


By all on earth, and all in heaven. 
Isaac Watts, 


19 Psalm 117. 

From all that dwell below the skies, 
Let the Creator’s praise arise: 

Let the Redeemer’s name be sung, 
Through every land, by every tongue. 


2 Eternal are thy mercies, Lord! 
Eternal truth attends thy word: 
Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore, 


Till sun shall rise and set no more. 
Isaac Watts, 


GENERAL PRAISE, 


13 
SESSIONS. L. M. , L. O. Emerson. 
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2 O Psalm 65, 
Praisz, Lord, for thee in Zion waits; 


' Prayer shall besiege thy temple gates; 
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All flesh shall to thy throne repair, 
And find, through Christ, salvation there. 


2 How blest thy saints! how safely led! 
How surely kept! how richly fed! 
Saviour of all in earth and sea, 

How happy they who rest in thee! 


3 Thy hand sets fast the mighty hills, 
Thy voice the troubled ocean stills; 


NEWCOURT. L. P. M. 
a 
a a oe 


Evening and morning hymn thy praise, 
And earth thy bounty wide displays. 


4 The year is with thy goodness crowned; 
Thy clouds drop wealth the world around; 
Through thee the deserts laugh and sing, 
And nature smiles and owns her King. 


5 Lord, on our souls thy Spirit pour; 
The moral waste within restore; 

Oh, let thy love our spring-tide be, 
And make us all bear fruit to thee. 


Henry F. Lyte. 
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Ds 1 Psalm 146. 

I’tn praise my Maker with my breath, 

And, when my voice is lost in death, 
Praise shall employ my nobler powers: 

My days of praise shall ne’er be past, 

While life, and thought, and being last, 
Or immortality endures. 


2 Happy the man, whose hopes rely 
On Israel’s God;—he made the sky, 
And earth, and seas, with all their train: 
His truth for ever stands secure; 
He saves the oppressed, he feeds the poor; 
And none shail find his promise vain. 





3 He loves his saints—he knows them well, 
But turns the wicked down to hell: 
Thy God, O Zion! ever reigns; 
Let every tongue, let every age, 
In this exalted work engage: 
Praise him in everlasting strains. 


4 I'll praise him while he lends me breath, 
And, when my voice is lost in death, 
Praise shall employ my nobler powers: 
My days of praise shall ne’er be past, 
While life, and thought, and being last, 


Or immortality endures. 
Isaac Watts. 


GENERAL PRAISE. 
LEILA. ios. Arr. fr. COSTA. 
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”) Os Glory to the Lamb. 
Buxssine, and honor, and glory, and power, Blessing, and honor, and glory, and praise, 
Wisdom, and riches, and strength,evermore, This is the theme of the hymns that we 














































































Give ye to him who our battle hath won, raise. 
Whose are the kingdom, the crown, and 4 Life of all life,and true Light of all light, 
(Pemhrone: Star of the dawning, unchangingly bright, 


Sun of the Salem whose lamp is the Lamb, 


2 Dwelleth the light of the glory with him, Diteme of sha Geensiow tree eter 


Light of a glory that cannot grow dim, 

Light in its silence and beauty and calm, 5 Give we the glory and praise to the Lamb, 

Light in its gladness and brightness and Take we the robe and the harp and the 
balm. palm, 

Sing we the song of the Lamb that was slain, 

Dying in weakness, but rising to reign. 


Horattus Bonar. 


3 Ever ascendeth the song and the joy, 
Ever descendeth the love from on high, 







SILVER STREET. S. M. J. SMiru. 


























Come,sound his praise abroad,And hymnsof glo-ry sing: Je- ho-vah is the ae Zz God, thee - ni-ver-sal King. 
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OF 3 Psalm 95. 
Coms, sound his praise abroad, 3 Come, worship at his throne, 

And hymns of glory sing: Come, bow before the Lord: 
Jehovah is the sovereign God, We are his work, and not our own, 

The universal King. He formed us by his word. 
2 He formed the deeps unknown; 4 To-day attend his voice, 

He gave the seas their bound; Nor dare provoke his rod; 
The watery worlds are all his own, Come, like the people of his choice, 


And all the solid ground, And own our gracious God. 


Isaac Watts. 
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GENERAL PRAISE. 15 
Arr. fr. J. B. CALKIN. 
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Come, pure hearts, in sweetest measures Sing of those who spread the treasures 
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Come, pure hearts, in sweetest measures 

Sing of those who spread the treasures 
In the holy Gospels shrined; 

Blesséd tidings of salvation, 

Peace on earth their proclamation, 
Love from God to lost mankind. 


Wells of Salvation. 


2 See the rivers four that gladden 

With their streams the better Eden 
Planted by our Lord most dear; 

Christ the fountain, these the waters; 

Drink, O Zion’s sons and daughters, 
Drink and find salvation here. 

3 Oh, that we, thy truth confessing, 

And thy holy word possessing, 
Jesus, may thy love adore; 

Unto thee our voices raising, 

Thee with all thy ransomed praising, 
Ever and for evermore. 


25 
Farner, in high heaven dwelling, 
May our evening song be telling 
Of thy mercy large and free: 
Through the day thy love hath fed us, 
Through the day thy care hath led us, 
With divinest charity. 
2 This day’s sins, oh, pardon, Saviour! 
Eyil thoughts, perverse behavior, 
Envy, pride, and vanity; 
From all evil us deliver; 
Save us now, and save us ever, 
O thou Lamb of Calvary! 


R. Campbell, tr. 


“« Deliver us from evil.” 





3 Whilst the night-dews are distilling, 

Holy Ghost, each heart be filling 
With thine own serenity; 

Softly let our eyes be closing, 

Loving souls on thee reposing, 
Ever-blesséd Trinity. 


26 
Upwarp where the stars are burning, 
Silent, silent in their turning, 

Round the never changing pole; 
Upward where the sky is brightest, 
Upward where the blue is lightest,— 

Lift I now my longing soul. 

2 Far beyond the arch of gladness, 

Far beyond these clouds of sadness, 
Are the many mansions fair: 

Far from pain and sin and folly, 

In that palace of the holy— 

T would find my mansion there. 

3 Where the Lamb on high is seated, 
By ten thousand voices greeted: 

Lord of lords, and King of kings! 
Son of man, they crown, they crown him, 
Son of God, they own, they own him, 

With his name the palace rings. 

4 Blessing, honor, without measure, 
Heavenly riches, earthly treasure, 

Lay we at his blesséd feet: 

Poor the praise that now we render, 
Loud shall be our voices yonder, 
When before his throne we meet. 


Horattus Bonare 


George Rawson. 


Evening Song. 


16 GENERAL PRAISE. 
GLORY. S. M. { R. Harrison. 



































Bo 7 “ Immanuel’s ae 
Come, we who love the Lord, 
And let our joys be known; ; 
Join in a song of sweet accord, 4 The hill of Zion yields 
And thus surround the throne. A thousand sacred sweets 
Before we reach the heavenly fields, 
Or walk the golden streets. 


Celestial fruits on earthly ground 
From faith and hope may grow. 


2 Let those refuse to sing 
Who never knew our God; 
But children of the heavenly King 5 Then let our songs abound, 
May speak their joys abroad. And every tear be dry; 
We're marching through Immanuel’s ground 


3 The men of grace have found o-fairer world slontmiehs 























Glory begun below; Isaac Watts. 
OAKSVILLE. C. M. C. ZEUNER. 
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ye 8 “Worthy the Lamb.” 
Sine we the song of those who stand 
Around the eternal throne, 
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Yet learn we in our low estate 
The Church Triumphant’s song. 


Of every kindred, clime, and land, 4 ‘‘ Worthy the Lamb for sinners slain, ””— 
A multitude unknown. Cry the redeemed above; 

2 Life’s poor distinctions vanish here: Fee eee . as 
To-day the young, the old, ar fe regs 

Our Saviour and his flock appear 5 ‘* Worthy thé Lamb,” on earth we sing, 
One Shepherd and one fold. ‘““Who died dur souls to save! 


; 5 % ; : Henceforth, O Death! where is thy sting? 
3 Toil, trial, sufferings still await Thy victory, | O Grave!” 


On earth the pilgrim throng; Seo 


GENERAL PRAISE. 
Si LAOMAS: —S: oes en TANSUR. 
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How charming is < place ae a Re - deem- re ay Unvails the ah of his face, And sheds his love abroad! 
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The Sanctuary. 
ae CHARMING is the place 
Where my Redeemer, God, 
Unvails the beauty of his face, 
And sheds his love abroad! 


2 Not the fair palaces, 
_ To which the great resort, 
Are once to be compared with this, 



























































3 Here on the mercy-seat, 
With radiant glory crowned, 

Our joyful eyes behold him sit 
And smile on all around. 


4 Give me, O Lord, a place 

- Within thy blest abode, 

Among the children of thy grace, 
The servants of my God. 























Where Jesus holds his court. Samuel Stennett. 

VIGIL. S. M. St. Alban’s Tune Book. 
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God! per - in my tongue , rie joy, to call thee eae 
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And let ie - ly cries. pre - vail 5 taste thy a di- vine. 
Soieee ees es ers 
Psalm 63. 


4 In wakeful hours at night, 
e.. P 2 ee: I call my God to mind; 
eat s I think how wise thy counsels are, 


And let my early cries prevail ; ; 
To taste thy love divine. score ces LP a 
5 Since thou hast been my help, 


2 My thirsty fainting soul To thee my spirit fies: 
Eh asmnerey Ea ge And, on thy watchful providence, 
Not travelers, in desert lands, My cheerful hope relies. 


Can pant for water more. 
6 The shadow of thy wings 


3 For te uae love, My soul in safety keeps; 
-.. Sate tones alta this I follow where my Father leads, 
0 joy ca his, 
To serve and please the Lord. sn neler ie Heys ees isena Watts: 


2. 


18 PRAYER AND INVOCATION. 


WOODSTOCK. C. M. 











D. Dutton. 









































S 1 Retirement. 
I nove to steal awhile away 
From every cumbering care, 
And spend the hours of setting day 
In humble, grateful prayer. 


2 I love in solitude to shed 
The penitential tear, 

And all his promises to plead, 
Where none but God can hear. 


3 I love to think on mercies past, 
And future good implore, 


SOUTHPORT. C..M. 












And all my cares and sorrows cast 
* On him whom I adore. 


4 IL love by faith to take a view 
Of brighter scenes in heaven; 

The prospect doth my strength renew, 
While here by tempests driven. 


5 Thus, when life’s toilsome day is o’er, 
May its departing ray 

Be calm as this impressive hour, 
And lead to endless day. 


Mrs. Phoebe H. Brown. 


Gero. KINGSLEY. 











There is aneye that never sleeps Beneath the wing of night; There is an ear that never shuts When sink the beams of light. 
Ce 
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a 2 Prayer has power. 

THERE is an eye that never sleeps 
Beneath the wing of night; 

There is an ear that never shuts 
When sink the beams of light. 


2 There is an arm that never tires, 
When human strength gives way; 

There is a love that never fails, 
When earthly loves decay. 


3 That eye is fixed on seraph throngs; 
That arm upholds the sky; 

That ear is filled with angel songs; 
That love is throned on high. 


4 But there’s a power which man can wield 
When mortal aid is vain, 

That eye, that arm, that love to reach, 
That listening ear to gain, 








5 That power is prayer, which soars on high, 
Through Jesus, to the throne; 
And moves the hand which moves the world, 
To bring salvation down! 
John A. Wallace, 
ao “Two or three.” 
WHEREVER two or three may meet, 
To worship in thy name, 
Bending beneath thy mercy-seat, 
This promise they may claim :— 
2 Jesus in love will condescend 
To bless the hallowed place; 
The Saviour will himself attend, 
And show his smiling face. 


3 How bright the assurance! gracious Lord, 
Fountain of peace and love, 

Fulfill to us thy precious word, 
Thy loving-kindness prove. 


Thomas Hastings. 
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-plaints, Low at thy feet we bend. 
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3 Come, Lord! thy love alone can raise 
In us the heavenly flame; 


q ‘ : : E Then shall our lips resound thy praise, 
While with our praises and complaints, On beara do 


Low at thy feet we bend. eat ses uta hi 
ah 4 Dear Saviour, let thy glory shine, 
2 How should our songs, like those above, Rada thy dy lleege 


With warm devotion rise! 
How should our souls, on wings of love, 
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Come, thou Desire of all thy saints! 
Our humble strains attend, 


Till life, and love, and joy divine 
A heaven on. earth appear. 




















Mount upward to the skies! Anne Steele. 
BEMERTON. C. M. ey: ag 
A = sae = a aS 
fe lp= reise cerireere= aie] 
ao = AEE, Z F = 
Lord! when we bend be - fore thy throne, And our con - a - sions me 




















fle tle Let 12 oe 


| eee erect Ertreeaee 









































» may we feel the sins jeslel is Ande matetmnac: wee dees plore. 
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4 3 When we disclose our wants in prayer,.. 


a8 when we bend before thy throne, May we. ont wills resign; 
ace uo pou Nor let a thought our bosom share, 
Oh, may we feel the sins we own, Whiel tuoi wholly, Gmc 
And hate what we deplore. ; 
oe E ji Le it oi 4 Let faith each meek petition fill, 
2 Our contrite spirits pitying see; ea og hhh ves ue skies; 


True penitence impart: 
ceeee ; And teach our heart ’t is goodness still 
And let a healing ray from thee Diiat eraate feo ders 


Beam hope on every heart. Jos. Dacre Carlyle. 


20 PRAYER AND INVOCATION. 
FARRANT. C. R. FARRANT. 
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Prayer is the breath of . in es Pane whence it oe Loveis the sacred fire within, And aE ag rising flame. 


























36 “The sacred fire.” 

PravERr is the breath of God in man, 
Returning whence it came; 

Love is the sacred fire within, 
And prayer the rising flame. 


2 It gives the burdened spirit ease, 
And soothes the troubled breast; 
Yields comfort to the mourning soul, 

And to the weary rest. 


3 When God inclines the heart to pray, 
He hath an ear to hear; 

To him there’s music in a sigh, 
And beauty in a tear. 


4 The humble suppliant cannot fail 
To have his wants supplied, 

Since he for sinners intercedes, 
Who once for sinners died. 


Benjamin Beddome. 


BYEFIELD. C. M. 


Retirement. 
re from the world, O Lord, I flee, 
From strife and tumult far; 
From scenes where Satan wages still 
His most successful war. 


2 The calm retreat, the silent shade, 
With prayer and praise agree; 

And seem by thy great bounty made 
For those who follow thee. 


3 There, if thy Spirit touch the soul, 
And grace her mean abode; 

Oh! with what peace, and joy, and love, 
She then communes with God. ; 


4 Author and Guardian of my life! 
Sweet Source of light divine, 

And—all harmonious names in one— 
My Saviour!—thou art mine! 


William Cowper. 


TuHos. HASTINGs. 
































Prayer is thesoul’s sincere desire, Uttered or un-expressed; The motionof a hidden fire That tremblesin 'the breast. 























o 8 “Behold he prays.” 

Prayer is the soul’s.sincere desire, 
Uttered or unexpressed; 

The motion of a hidden fire 
That trembles in the breast. 


2 Prayer is the burden of a sigh, 
The falling of a tear, 

The upward glancing of an eye, 
When none but God is near. 


3 Prayer is the simplest form of speech 
That infant lips can try; 

Prayer the sublimest strains that reach 
The Majesty on high. 


Hi ge ECR 


4 Prayer is the Christian’s vital breath, 
The Christian’s native air: 

His watchword at the gates of death— 
He enters heaven with prayer. 


5 Prayer is the contrite sinner’s voice, 
Returning from his ways; 

While angels in their songs rejoice, 
And cry—‘‘ Behold he prays!” 

6 O thou, by whom we come to God— 
The Life, the Truth, the Way; 

The path of prayer thyself hast trod; 
Lord! teach us how to pray. 


James Montgomery. 
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RISEHOLME. H, J. GaAunTLeErT. 
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My God, is an-y hour sosweet,From blush of morn to evening star, As that which calls me to thy feet—The hour of prayer ? 
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39 
My God, is any hour so sweet, 
From blush of morn to evening star, 
As that which calls me to thy feet— 
The hour of prayer? 


The hour of prayer. 


2 Then is my strength by thee renewed; 
Then are my sins by thee forgiven; 
Then dost thou cheer my solitude, 
With hopes of heaven. 


3 No words can tell what sweet relief 
Here for my every want I find: 


GREY. 


7S, 5- 


What strength for warfare, balm for grief, 
What peace of mind! 


4 Hushed is each doubt, gone every fear; 
My spirit seems in heaven to stay; 

And ev’n the penitential tear 
Is-wiped away. 


5 Lord, till I reach yon blissful shore, 
No privilege so dear shall be 

As thus my inmost soul to pour 
In prayer to thee, 


Charlotte Ellrott, 


F. R. Grey. 























Three in One,and One in Three, Ru-ler of the earth and sea, Hear us, while we lift to thee 





Ho-ly chant and psalm. 
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2 Light of lights; with morning, shine; 
Lift on us thy light divine; 
And let charity benign 

Breathe on us her balm. 


3 Light of lights; when falls the even, 
Let it close on sin forgiven; 
Fold us in the peace of heaven, 

Shed a vesper calm. 


4 Three in One, and One in Three, 
Darkling here we worship thee; 
With the saints hereafter we 

Hope to bear the palm. 


Gilbert Rortsone 


prrpbeseurht o retireed reed 


Evening psalm. 

THREE in One, and One in Three, 
Ruler of the earth and sea, 

Hear us, while we lift to thee 
Holy chant and psalm, 


4. ] Jesus, have mercy. 

Lorp of mercy and of might, 

Of mankind the life and light, 

Maker, Teacher, Infinite; 
Jesus, hear and saye! 


2 Strong Creator, Saviour mild, 

Humbled to a mortal child, 

Captive, beaten, bound, reviled; 
Jesus, hear and save! 


3 Throned above celestial things, 

Borne aloft on angels’ wings, 

Lord of lords, and King of kings;.*. 
Jesus, hear and save! 


4 Soon to come to earth again, 
Judge of angels and of men, 
Hear us now, and hear us then, 


Jesus, hear and save! 
Reginald Heber, 
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DIJON. 7s. 





PRAYER AND INVOCATION, 


J. G. BrrTHAvER. 
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To thy pastures fair and large, 


Heav’nly Shepherd, lead thy charge, 
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And my couch, with tend’rest care, 
"Mid the springing grass prepare. 
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4 Ds Psalin 23. 
To Tuy pastures fair and large, 


Heavenly Shepherd, lead thy charge, 


And my couch, with tenderest care, 
’Mid the springing grass prepare. 


2 When I faint with summer’s heat, 
Thou shalt guide my weary feet 

To the streams that, still and slow, 
Through the verdant meadows flow. 


3 Safe the dreary vale I tread, 

By the shades of death o’erspread, 
With thy rod and staff supplied, 
This my guard—and that my guide, 


4 Constant to my latest end, 
Thou my footsteps shalt attend; 
And shalt bid thy hallowed dome 
Yield me an eternal home. 


James Merrick, 


INNOCENTS. 7s. 











48 Quiet communion. 

Srratine from the world away, 
‘We are come to seek thy face; 

Kindly meet us, Lord, we pray, , 
Grant us thy reviving grace. 


2 Yonder stars that gild the sky 
Shine but with a borrowed light; 

We, unless thy light be nigh, 
Wander, wrapt in gloomy night. 


3 Sun of Righteousness! dispel 

All our darkness, doubts, and fears; 
May thy light within us dwell, 

Till eternal day appears. 


4 Warm our hearts in prayer and praise, 
Lift our every thought above; 

Hear the grateful songs we raise, 
Fill us with thy perfect love. 


Ray Palmer. 


W. H. Monk. 
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Sweet the time, exceeding sweet! When the saints together meet, When the Saviour is the theme, When they joy to sing of him. 
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4.4. Redeeming Love. 

Sweet the time, exceeding sweet! 
When the saints together meet, 
When the Saviour is the theme, 
When they joy to sing of him, 


2 Sing we then eternal love, 

Such as did the Father move: 

He beheld the world undone, 
Loved the world, and gaye his Son, 


3 Sing the Son’s amazing love; 
How he left the realms above, 





Took our nature and our place, 
Lived and died to save our race. 


4 Sing we, too, the Spirit’s love; 
With our stubborn hearts he strove, 
Filled our minds with grief and fear, 
Brought the precious Saviour near. 


5 Sweet the place, exceeding sweet, 
Where the saints in glory meet; 
Where the Saviour’s still the theme, 
Where they see and sing of him. 


George Burdcer, 
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HENDON. 7s. 





C, Mauan, 
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“Thy face we seek.” 
oe we come before thee now, 
At thy feet we humbly bow; 
Oh, do not our suit disdain! 
Shall we seek thee, Lord, in vain? 


2 Lord, on thee our souls depend, 
In compassion now descend; 

Fill our hearts with thy rich grace, 
Tune our lips to sing thy praise. 


3 In thine own appointed way, 
Now we seek thee; here we stay; 
Lord, we know not how to go, 
Till a blessing thou bestow. 


4 Comfort those who weep and mourn; 
Let the time of joy return; 

Those that are cast down lift up; 
Make them strong in faith and hope. 


5 Grant that all may seek and find 
Thee a God supremely kind; 

Heal the sick; the captive free; 
Let us all rejoice in thee. 


William Hamonond, 


46 God everywhere. 

Tuy who seek the throne of grace 
Find that throne in every place; 
If we live a life of prayer, 

God is present everywhere. 


2 In our sickness and our health, 
In our want, or in our wealth, 

If we look to God in prayer, 

God is present everywhere. 


3 When our earthly comforts fail, 
When the foes of life prevail, 
"Tis the time for earnest prayer; 
God is present everywhere. 


4 Then, my soul, in every strait, 
To thy Father come, and wait; 
He will answer every prayer: 


God is present everywhere. 
Oliver Holden, alt. 


AG A prayer in need. 

Come, my soul, thy suit prepare, 
Jesus loves to answer prayer; 
He himself has bid thee pray, 
Therefore will not say thee nay. 


2 With my burden I begin:— 
Lord! remoye this load of sin; 
Let thy blood, for sinners spilt, 
Set my conscience free from guilt. 


3 Lord! I come to thee for rest; 

Take posession of my breast: 

There, thy blood-bought right maintain, 
And, without a rival, reign, 


4 While I am a pilgrim here, 
Let thy love my spirit cheer; 
As my Guide, my Guard, my Friend, 
Lead me to my journey’s end. 


5 Show me what I have to do, 
Eyery hour my strength renew; 
Let me live a life of faith, 

Let me die thy people’s death. 


John Newtoite 
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48 The mercy seat. 

From eyery stormy wind that blows, Though sundered far, by faith they meet, 
From every swelling tide of woes, Around one common mercy-seat. 

There is a calm, a sure retreat; 4 There, there, on eagle wings we soar, 

’T is found beneath the mercy-seat. And sense and sin molest no more, 

2 There is a place where Jesus sheds And heaven comes down our souls to greet, 
The oil of gladness on our heads,— And glory crowns the mercy-seat! 

A place than all besides more sweet; 5 Oh! let my hand forget her skill, 

It is the blood-bought mercy-seat. My tongue be silent, cold, and still, 

3 There is a scene where spirits blend, This throbbing heart forget to beat, 


Where friend holds fellowship with friend; If I forget the mercy-seat. 


Hugh Stowell. 


OBERLIN. L. M. Arr. by T. Hastincs. 
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Where high the heavenly tem - ple stands, The house of God not made with hands, 
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49 ‘The evil hour.” 
Wuere high the heavenly temple stands, And still remembers, in the skies, 
The house of God not made with hands, His tears, his agonies, and cries. 


A great High Priest our nature wears,— 


I ; ¢ that rends the heart, 
The Guardian of mankind appears. Ae ME Oey) aes 


The Man of Sorrows had a part; 


2 Though now ascended up on high, He sympathizes with our grief, 

He bends on earth a brother’s eye; And to the sufferer sends relief. 

Partaker of the human name, 5 With boldness, therefore, at the throne, 
He knows the frailty of our frame. Let us make all our sorrows known; 

3 Our Fellow-sufferer yet retains And ask the aid of heavenly power, 

A fellow-feeling of our pains; To help us in the eyil hour. 


Michael Bruce. 
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50 “God pities.” 51 “The throne of grace.” 
Our heavenly Father calls, Brnoxp the throne of grace! 
And Christ invites us near; The promise calls me near; 
With both, our friendship shall be sweet, There Jesus shows a smiling face, 
And our communion dear. And waits to answer prayer. 
2 God pities all our griefs: 2 That rich atoning blood, 
He pardons every day; Which sprinkled round I see, 
Almighty to protect our souls, Provides for those who come to God 
And wise to guide our way. An all-prevailing plea. 
3 How large his bounties are! 3 My soul! ask what thou wilt; 
What various stores of good, Thou canst not be too bold: 
Diffused from our Redeemer’s hand, Since his own blood for thee he spilt, 
And purchased with his blood! What else can he withhold? 
4 Jesus, our living Head, 4 Thine image, Lord, bestow, 
We bless thy faithful care; : Thy presence and thy love; 
Our Advocate before the throne, I ask to serve thee here below, 
And our Forerunner there. And reign with thee above. 
5 Here fix, my roving heart! 5 Teach me to live by faith; 
Here wait, my warmest love! Conform my will to thine: 
Till the communion be complete, Let me victorious be in death, 
In nobler scenes above. And then in glory shine, 
Philip Doddriage. John Newton, 


LANGTON. : S. M. : Arr. by C. STREETFIELD. 
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52 Importunity. 

JESUS, who knows full well 3 Jesus, the Lord, will hear 
The heart of every saint, His chosen when they ery; 

Invites us all our grief to tell, Yes, though he may a while forbear, 
To pray and never faint. He’ll help them from on high. 

2 He bows his gracious ear, — 4 Then let us earnest cry, 
We never plead in vain; And never faint in prayer; 

Then let us wait till he appear, He sees, he hears, and, from on high, 
And pray, and pray again. Will make our cause his care. 


John Newton, 


26 PRAYER AND INVOCATION. 
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538 Humility, 
WHILE we lowly -bow before thee, 

Wilt thou, gracious Saviour, hear? 
We are poor and needy sinners, 

Full of doubt and full of fear; 


Gracious Saviour, 
Make us humble and sincere, 


2 Fill us with thy Holy Spirit; 
Sanctify us by thy grace; 

Oh, incline us more to love thee, 
And in dust our souls abase. 
Hear us, Saviour, 

And unvail thy glorious face. 


3 None in vain did ever ask thee 
For the Spirit of thy love; 
Hear us, then, dear Saviour, hear us; 
Grant an answer from above; 
Blesséd Saviour, 
Hear and answer from above. 


D. C. Colesworthy. 


54 “Send blessing.” 
Saviour, send a blessing to us, 
Send a blessing from aboye; 
All thy truth and mercy show us, 
Be thou here in power and love; 
Grant thy presence, 
Be it ours thy grace to prove. 


2 Nothing have we, Lord, without thee, 
But thy promise is our stay; 
And thy people must not doubt thee; 
Saviour, now thy power display; 
And let gladness 
Fill thy people’s hearts to-day. 


Thomas Kelly, 
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“ Father, hear us!” 
ae Almighty and All-seeing! 
Holy One, in whom we all 
Live, and move, and have our being, 
Hear us when on thee we call; 
Father, hear us, 
As before thy throne we fall. 


2 Of all good art thou the Giver; 
Weak and wandering ones are we; 
Then for ever, yea, for ever, 
In thy presence would we be; 
Oh, be near us, 


That we wander not from thee. 
S. Pier pont. 


56 Glory to God! 
Guory be to God the Father, 
Glory be to God the Son, 
Glory be to God the Spirit, 
Great Jehovah, Three in One: 
Glory, glory, 
While eternal ages run! 


2 Glory be to him who loved us, 
Washed us from each spot and stain; 
Glory be to him who bought us, 
Made us kings with him to reign: 
Glory, glory, 
To the Lamb that once was slain! 


3 Glory, blessing, praise eternal! 
Thus the choir of angels sings; 
Honor, riches, power, dominion! 
Thus its praise creation brings: 
Glory, glory, 
Glory to the King of kings. 


Horatius Bonar, 
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PRAYER AND INVOCATION. 


2a, 
E. J. Horxins. 
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5 rk “Tet thy servants hear.” 5 9 God’s presence. 


In thy name, O Lord! assembling, * 
We, thy people, now draw near; 
Teach us to rejoice with trembling; 
Speak, and let thy servants hear,— 
; Hear with meekness,— 
Hear thy word with godly fear. 


2 While our days on earth are lengthened, © 


May we give them, Lord! to thee; 
Cheered by hope, and daily strengthened, 
May we run, nor weary be, 
Till thy glory 
Without clouds in heaven we see. 


3 There, in worship purer, sweeter, 
Thee thy people shall adore; 
Tasting of enjoyment greater 
Than they could conceive before; 


Full enjoyment, 
Full, unmixed, and evermore. 
Thomas Kelly. 
58 “ Bless the seed.” 


Come, thou soul-transforming Spirit, 
Bless the sower and the seed; 
Let each heart thy grace inherit; 
Raise the weak, the hungry feed! 
From the gospel 
Now supply thy people’s need. 


2 Oh, may all enjoy the blessing 
Which thy word ’s designed to give; 
Let us all, thy love possessing, 
Joyfully the truth receive; 
And for ever 
To thy praise and glory live. 


Jonathan Evans. 


Gop is in his holy temple; 
All the earth keep silence here; 
Worship him in truth and spirit; 
Reverence him with godly fear; 
Holy, holy 
Lord of hosts, our God, appear! 


2 God in Christ reveals his presence, 
Throned upon the mercy-seat; 
Saints, rejoice, and sinners, tremble; 
Each prepare his God to meet; 
Lowly, lowly 
Bow, adoring, at his feet. 
James Montgomery. 
60 Oontinued meetings. 
Wetcome, days of solemn meeting; 
Welcome, days of praise and prayer; 
Far from earthly scenes retreating, 
In your blessings we would share; 
Sacred. seasons, 
In your blessings we would share. 


2 Be thou near us, blesséd Saviour, 
Still at morn and eve the same; 
Give us faith that cannot waver; 
Kindle in us heaven’s own flame; 
Blesséd Saviour, 
Kindle in us heaven’s own flame. 


3 When the fervent heart is glowing, 
Holy Spirit, hear that prayer: 
When the song of praise is flowing, 
Let that song thine impress bear; 
Holy Spirit, 
Let that song thine impress bear. 


S. F. Sonith, 
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61 Gen. 82: 26. 
Lorp! I cannot let thee go, Yet have been upheld till now, 

Till a blessing thou bestow; Who could hold me up but thou? 
Do not turn away thy face, 


Mine’s an urgent, pressing case 4 Thou hast helped in every need— 
; : 


This emboldens me to plead; 

2 Once a sinner, near despair, After so much mercy past, 
Sought thy mercy-seat by prayer; Canst thou let me sink at last? 
Mercy heard and set him free— 


Lord! that mercy came to me. 5 No ae 


’Tis thy goodness makes me bold; 


3 Many days have passed since then, I can no denial take, 
Many changes I have seen; Since I plead for Jesus’ sake. 

John Newton. 
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62 ** Sweet hour.” 
Sweer hour of prayer! sweet hour of prayer! 2 Sweet hour of prayer! sweet hour of prayer! 
That calls me from a world of care, Thy wings shall my petition bear 
And bids me, at my Father’s throne, To him, whose truth and faithfulness 
Make all my wants and wishes known: Engage the waiting soul to bless: 
In seasons of distress and grief, And, since he bids me seek his face, 
My soul has often found relief, Believe his word, and trust his grace, 
And oft escaped the tempter’s snare, I'll cast on him my every care, 
By thy return, sweet hour of prayer! And wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer! 


WoW. Walford. 


PRAYER AND INVOCATION. 


DIX. 


7S, 61. 


29 


s Arr, by W. H. Monk. 
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63 “The blessed Trinity.” 
Hoty, holy, holy Lord, 
God of hosts, eternal King, 
By the heavens and earth adored; 
Angels and archangels sing, 
Chanting everlastingly 
To the blesséd Trinity. 
2 Thousands, tens of thousands, stand, 
Spirits blest, before the throne, 
Speeding thence at thy command, 
And, when thy commands are done, 
Singing everlastingly 
To the blesséd Trinity. 
3 Cherubim and seraphim 
Vail their faces with their wings; 
Eyes of angels are too dim 
To behold the King of kings, 
While they sing eternally 
To the blesséd Trinity. 
4 Thee apostles, prophets thee, 
Thee the noble martyr band, 
Praise with solemn jubilee, 
Thee, the church in every land; 
Singing everlastingly 
To the blesséd Trinity. 

5 Hallelujah! Lord, to thee, 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost; 
Godhead one, and Persons three; 

Join us with the heavenly host, 
Singing everlastingly 
To the blesséd Trinity. 


64 
Ou, give thanks to him who made 
Morning light and evening shade; 
Source and giver of all good, 
Nightly sleep and daily food; 
Quickener of our wearied powers; 
Guard of our unconscious hours. 


C. Wordsworth, 


Nature’s King. 


2 Oh, give thanks to nature’s King, 
Who made every breathing thing: 
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His, our warm and sentient frame, 

His, the mind’s immortal flame. 

Oh, how close the ties that bind 


Spirits to the Eternal Mind! 


3 Oh, give thanks with heart and lip, 
For we are his workmanship; 

And all creatures are his care: 

Not a bird that cleaves the air 

Falls unnoticed; but who can 

Speak the Father’s love to man? 


4 Oh, give thanks to him who came 
In a mortal, suffering frame— 
Temple of the Deity— 

Came, for rebel man to die; 

In the path himself hath trod, 
Leading back his saints to God. 


Josiah Conder, : 
65 ‘The Babe of Bethlehem. 
As witH gladness men of old 
Did the guiding star behold, 
As with joy they hailed its light, 
Leading onward, beaming bright; 
So, most gracious Lord, may we 
Evermore be led to thee. 


2 As with joyful steps they sped, 
Saviour, to thy manger bed, 

There to bend the knee before 

Thee whom heaven and earth adore; 
So may we with willing feet 

Ever seek the mercy-seat. 


3 As they offered gifts most rare 
At thy cradle rude and bare, 

So may we with holy joy, 

Pure and free from sin’s alloy, 

All our costliest treasures bring, 
Christ, to thee our heavenly King. 
4 Holy Jesus, every day 

Keep us in the narrow way; 

And, when earthly things are past, 
Bring our ransomed souls at last 
Where they need no star to guide, 
Where no clouds thy glory hide. 


William C. Dix, » 


30 CLOSE OF SERVICE. 
HURSLEY. L. M. 
Te 





Se 








66 - “ Sun of my soul!” 

Sun of my soul! thou Saviour dear, 
It is not night if thou be near: 

Oh, may no earth-born cloud arise 
To hide thee from thy servant’s eyes! 


2 When soft the dews of kindly sleep 
My weary eyelids gently steep, 

Be my last thought—how sweet to rest 
For ever on my Saviour’s breast! 


3 Abide with me from morn till eve, 
-For without thee I cannot live; 
Abide with me when night is nigh, 
For without thee I dare not die. 


4 Be near to bless me when I wake, 

~ Ere through the world my way I take, 
Abide with me till in thy love 

I lose myself in heaven above. 


John Keble, 
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68 Evening song. ; 


Guory to thee, my God, this night, 
For all the blessings of the light; 
Keep me, oh, keep me, King of kings! 
Beneath thine own almighty wings. 


2 Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son, 
The ill which I this day have done; 
That with the world, myself, and thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may. be. 


3 Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The grave as little as my bed: 





6 7 Bvening Shadows. 

AGAIN, as evening’s shadow falls, 

We gather in these hallowed walls; 
And evening hymn and evening prayer 
Rise mingling on the holy air. 


2 May struggling hearts, that seek release, 
Here find the rest of God’s own peace; 
And, strengthened here by hymn and prayer, 
Lay down the burden and the care. 


3 O God our Light, to thee we bow: 
Within all shadows standest thou: 
Give deeper calm than night can bring, 
Give sweeter songs than life can sing. 


4 Life’s tumult we must meet again 
We cannot at the shrine remain; 
But in the spirit’s secret cell, 


May hymn and prayer for ever dwell. 
Samuel Longfellow, 





Teach me to die, that so I may 
Rise glorious at the judgment-day. 


4 Oh, let my soul on thee repose, 

And may sweet sleep mine eyelids close! 
Sleep, which shall me more vigorous make, 
To serve my God when I awake. 


5 Praise God, from whom all blessings flow; 
Praise him, all creatures here below; 
‘Praise him above, ye heavenly host; 

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost! 


Thomas Kev, 
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My God, how end-less is thy love! 
Thy giftsare ev-ery evening new; 
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69 

My God, how endless is thy love! 
Thy gifts are every evening new; 

And morning mercies, from above, 
Gently distill, like early dew. 


“ Perpetual blessings.” 


2 Thou spread’st the curtains of the night, 


Great Guardian of my sleeping hours; 
Thy sovereign word restores the light, 
And quickens all my drowsy powers. 


3 I yield my powers to thy command; 
To thee I consecrate my days; 

Perpetual blessings from thy hand 
Demand perpetual songs of praise. 


Tsaac Watts. 


HEBRON. L. M. 
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Benediction. 


Be peace which God alone reveals, 

And by his word of grace imparts, 
Which only the believer feels, 

Direct, and keep, and cheer our hearts! 


2 And may the holy Three in One, 
The Father, Word, and Comforter, 
Pour an abundant blessing down 
On every soul assembled here! 


3 Praise God, from whom all blessings flow: 
Praise him, all creatures here below; 
Praise him above, ye heavenly host! 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 


John Newton, 


LowELit Mason. 
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71 


Evening. 


Tuus far the Lord has led me on; 
Thus far his power prolongs my days; 
And every evening shall make known 
Some fresh memorial of his grace. 


2 Much of my time has run to waste, 
And I, perhaps, am near my home, 
But he forgives my follies past, 
And gives me strength for days to come. 


3 Ilay my body down to sleep; 

Peace is the pillow for my head; 
While well-appointed angels keep 

Their watchful stations round my bed. 





euttouterereecirey 


4 Thus when the night of death shall come, 
My flesh shall rest beneath the ground, 

And wait thy voice to break my tomb, 
With sweet salvation in the sound. 


Isaac Watts, 
J2 


Dismiss us with thy blessing, Lord! 
Help us to feed upon thy word; 
All that has been amiss, forgive, 
And let thy truth within us live. 


Dismissal. 


2 Though we are guilty, thou art good; 
Wash all our works in Jesus’ blood; 
Give every burdened soul release, 

And bid us all depart in peace. 


Joseph Har. 


s 
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bite “ He careth.” 
How Gentie God’s commands! 
How kind his precepts are! 


Come, cast your burdens on the Lord, 


And trust his constant care. 

2 Beneath his watchful eye 
His saints securely dwell; 

That hand which bears creation up 
Shall guard his children well. 

3 Why should this anxious load 
Press down your weary mind? 


Haste to your heavenly Father’s throne, 


And sweet refreshment find. 
4 His goodness stands approved, 
Unchanged from day to day: 
I'll drop my burden at his feet, 
And bear a song away. 


ize Philip Doddridge. 


NEALE. S. M. 
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G4 “Still with thee.” 

Sri, still with thee, my God, 
I would desire to be: 

By day, by night, at home, abroad, 
I would be still with thee. 


2 With thee, when dawn comes in, 
And calls me back to care, 

Each day returning to begin 
With thee, my God, in prayer. 

3 With thee, when day is done, 
And evening calms the mind; 

The setting, as the rising, sun 
With thee my heart would find. 

4 With thee, in thee, by faith 
Abiding I would be; 

By day, by night, in life, in death, 
I would be still with thee. 


James D, Burns, 
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ws) ““ Abide with us.” 

Tue day, O Lord, is spent; 
Abide with us, and rest; 

Our hearts’ desires are fully bent 
On making thee our guest. 


2 We have not reached that land, 
That happy land, as yet, 

Where holy angels round thee stand, 
Whose sun can never set. ; 
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3 Our sun is sinking now, 
Our day is almost o’er; 

O Sun of Righteousness, do thou 
Shine on us evermore! 


4 The grace of Christ our Lord, 
The Father’s boundless love, 
The Spirit’s blest communion, too, 


Be with us from above. 
John M, Neade, 
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Once more, ee we oe Oh, bless the Saviour’s name! Let every tongue and every re Adore and praise the same. 
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At Dismission. Gag Evening. Ms 

is more, before we part, Tue swift declining day, 

Oh, bless the Saviour’s name! How fast its moments fly! 
Let every tongue and every heart While evening’s broad and gloomy shade 

Adore and praise the same. Gains on the western sky. 
2 Lord, in thy grace we came, 2 Ye mortals, mark its pace, 

That blessing still impart; - And use the hours of light; 
We met in Jesus’ sacred name, And know, its Maker can command 

In Jesus’ name we part. At once eternal night. 
3 Still on thy holy word 3 Give glory to the Lord, 

Help us to feed, and grow, Who rules the whirling sphere; 
Still to go on to know the Lord, Submissive at his footstool bow, 

And practice what we know. And seek salvation there. 
4 Now, Lord, before we part, : 4 Then shall new lustre break 

Help us to bless thy name: Through death’s impending gloom, 
Let every tongue and every heart And lead you to unchanging light, 

Adore and praise the same. In your celestial home. 

Joseph Hart, Philip Doddridge. 

EVENING. S. M. A. Cuarin. 
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78 Home Hymn. 
Tue day is past and gone, May angels guard us while we sleep, 
The evening shades appear; Till morning light appears. 


Oh, may we all remember well 


ly rise, 
The night of death draws near! 4, hed yehen: We earty. Tse 


And view the unwearied sun, 


2 We lay our garments by, May we set out to win the prize, 
Upon our beds to rest; And after glory run. 

So death will soon disrobe us all 5 And when our days are past, 
Of what we here possessed. Si arve oo ntamorcinord 

3 Lord, keep us safe this night, Oh, may we in thy bosom rest, 
Secure from all our fears; The bosom of thy love! ees 


3 P 
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T9 Evening of the Day. 
Aprpe with me: fast falls the eventide; 
The darkness deepens; Lord, with me a- 
bide! 

When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, oh, abide with me! 


a 


2 Not a brief glance I beg, a passing word, 
Butasthou dwell’st with thy disciples, Lord, 
Familiar, condescending, patient, free, 
Come, not to sojourn, but abide with me. 


3 I need thy presence every passing hour: 

What but thy grace can foil the tempter’s 
power? 

Who like thyself my guide and stay can be? 


Thro’ cloud and sunshine, oh, abide with me! 
Henry F. Lyte. 


80 Evening of Life. 

Swzrr to its close ebbs out life’s little day; 
Earth’s joys grow dim, its glories pass away: 
Change and decay in all around I see; 

O thou, who changest not, abide with me! 


2 Come not in terrors, as the King of kings; 
But kind and good, with healing in thy 
wings, 
. Tears for all woes, a heart for every plea; 
Come, Friend of sinners, and abide with me. 


3 I fear no foe, with thee at hand to bless, 


Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness: 


Where is Death’s sting? where, Grave, thy 
victory? 
I triumph still, if thou abide with me. 


Spee EI 


4 Hold thou thy cross before my closing eyes; 
Shine through the gloom, and point me to 
the skies; 
Heaven’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain 
shadows flee: 
Tn life, in death, O Lord, abide with me! 
Henry F. Lyte. 
81 “4 word of Blessing.” 
O Lorp,who by thy presence hast made light 
The heat and burden of the toilsome day, 
Be with us also in the silent night, 
Be with us when the daylight fades away. 


2 Oh, speak a word of blessing, gracious 
Lord! 
Thy blessing is endued with soothing 
power; 
On human hearts worn out with toil, thy 
word 
Falls soft and gentle as the evening 
shower. 


3 Come then, O Lord, and deign to be our : 
guest, 
After the day’s confusion, toil, and din; 
Oh, come to bring us peace, and joy, and rest, 
To give salvation, and to pardon sin! 


4 Bind up the wounds, assuage the aching 
smart 
Left in each bosom from the day just 
past; 
And let us on a Father’s loving heart 
Forget our griefs, and find sweet rest at 
last. 


Richard Masste, tr. 
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“Go in peace.” 
—— again to thy dear name we raise 
With one accord our parting hymn of praise; 
We rise to bless thee ere our worship cease, 
And now, departing, wait thy word of 
peace. 
2 Grant us thy peace upon our homeward 
way; 
With thee began, with thee shall end the day; 
Guard thou the lips from sin, the Reuers 
from shame, 
Thatin this house have called upon thy name. 


HENLEY. 


IIS, IOS. 


3 Grant us s peace, Lord, through the 
coming night; 
Turn thou for us its darkness into light; 
From harm and danger keep thy children 
free, 
For dark and light are both alike to thee. 


4 Grant us thy peace throughout our earth- 
ly life, 

Our balm in sorrow, and our stay in strife; 

Then, when thy voice shall bid our conflict 
cease, 

Call us, O Lord, to thine eternal peace. 


John Ellerton, 


LowELt Mason. 
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Father! in thy re Pree kneeling, Fain would our souls feel all thy kindling love; For we are weak,and need some deep 
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83 “Trust, strength, calmness.” 
Farner! in thy mysterious presence kneel- 
ing, 
Fain would our souls feel all thy kind- 
ling love; 
For we are weak, and need some deep re- 
vealing 
Of trust, and strength, and calmness 
from above. 
2 Lord! we have wandered forth through 
doubt and sorrow, 
And thou hast made each step an on- 
ward one; 
_ And we will ever trust each unknown mor- 
row; 
Thou wilt sustain us till its work is done. 


Scene OES rere 


3 In the heart’s depths, a peace serene and 


holy 
Abides; and, when pain seems to have 
her will, 
Or we despair, oh! may that peace rise 
slowly, 


Stronger than agony, and we be still. 


4 Now, Father! now in thy dear presence 
kneeling, 
Our spirits yearn to feel thy kindling 
love; 
Now make us strong; we need thy deep 
revealing 
Of trust, and 
from above. 


strength, and calmness 


Samuel Johnson, 


CLOSE OF SERVICE. 


SEYMOUR. 7s. 


Arr. fr. VoN WEBER. 
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Lord, I would com - mune with thee. 
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84 Evening. 

Sorriy now the light of day 

Fades upon my sight away; 

Free from care, from labor free, 

Lord, I would commune with thee. 

2 Thou, whose all-pervading eye 
Naught escapes without, within, 
Pardon each infirmity, 

Open fault, and secret sin. 

3 Soon, for me, the light of day 

Shall for ever pass away; 

Then, from sin and sorrow free, 

Take me, Lord, to dwell with thee. 

4 ®hou who, sinless, yet hast known 
All of man’s infirmity ; 

Then from thine eternal throne,, 
Jesus, look with pitying eyes 


. W. Doane. 
oan 7S. 
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85 Sabbath Evening. 

For the mercies of the day, 

For this rest upon our way, 
Thanks to thee alone be given, 
Lord of earth and King of heaven! 


2 Cold our services have been, 
Mingled every prayer with sin: 
But thou canst and wilt forgive; 
By thy grace alone we live. 

3 While this thorny path we tread, 
May thy love our footsteps lead; 
When our journey here is past, 
May we rest with thee at last. 

4 Let these earthly Sabbaths prove 
Fortastes of our joys above; 

While their steps thy children bend 


To the rest which knows no end. 
O. P., 1826. 


Biie COLLECTION. 
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Now may he who from the aa Brought the Shepherd ofthe sheep, J an Christ,our King and Head, All our souls in safety iF 
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86 Closing eos eal 
Now may he who from the dead 
Brought the Shepherd of the sheep, 
Jesus Christ, our King and Head, 
All our souls in safety keep. 
2 May he teach us to fulfill 
What is pleasing in his sight; 
Perfect us in all his will, 
And preserve us day and night. 


John Newton, 
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ee the God of our salvation; 
Praise the Father’s boundless love; 
Praise the Lamb, our expiation; 
Praise the Spirit from above:— 
2 Author of the new creation, 
Him by whom our spirits live ;— 
Undivided adoration 
To the one Jehoyah give! 


Josiah Conder, 








CLOSE OF SERVICE, 


EVENING PRAISE. P. M. 





W. F. SHERWIN. 
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Heav’n and earth are Z of thee! Heawnandearth are prais- . thee, 0 Lord most high! 
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88 “ Day is dying.” 
Day is dying in the West; 
Heayen is touching earth with rest: 
Wait and worship while the night 
Sets her evening lamps alight 
Through all the sky.—Cuo. 


HOLLEY. 7s. 
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2 Lord of life, beneath the dome 
Of the universe, thy home, 
Gather us who seek thy face 


To the fold of thy embrace, 


For thou art nigh.—Cuo. 
Mary A, Lathbury. 


Gro. Hews. 
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8 9 Separation. 
For a season called to part, 
Let us now ourselves commend 
To the gracious eye and heart 
Of our ever-present Friend. 
2 Jesus, hear our humble prayer; 
Tender Shepherd of thy sheep! 
Let thy mercy and thy care 
All our souls in safety keep. 
3 In thy strength may we be strong; 
Sweeten every cross and pain: 
Give us, if we live, ere long 
Here to meet in peace again. 


John Newton, 





90 Hymn at Parting. 

Txov, from whom we never part, 
Thou, whose love is everywhere, 

Thou, who seest every heart, 
Listen to our evening prayer. 

2 Father, fill our hearts with love, 
Love unfailing, full and free; 

Love that no alarm can move, 
Love that ever rests on thee. 

3 Heavenly Father! through the night 
Keep us safe from eyery ill; 

Cheerful as the morning light, 
May we wake to do thy will. 


Eliza Lee Follem. 


CLOSE OF SERVICE. 
VESPER HYMN. 8s, 7s. D- Arr. by L. Mason, 


eErer retreats Fis besieacee 


Saviour, Fae an evening blessing, Ere re - poseour = i ; 
{Sin and want we come confess- -ing; Thoucanstsave,and thou canst heal. § Tho’ destruction walk a - 


Sie gissiag ee iatesieaias iaeieaise 
ea [els — aa lesb at Pad 
round us, Tho’ the ar-row oy fly, Angel guards from 5: surroundus, Weare aie thou art nigh. 


pep fen eerie 


1 Evening ee 
Saviour, breathe an evening blessing, eee Lord, oh, gently lead us, 
Ere repose our spirits seal; Through this lonely vale of tears; 
Sin and want we come confessing; Through the changes thou ’st decreed us, 
Thou canst save, and thou canst heal. Till our last great change appears. 
Though destruction walk around us, When temptation’s darts assail us, 
When in deyious paths we stray, 


Though the arrow near us fly, 
Angel guards from thee surround us, Let thy goodness neyer fail us, 
Lead us in thy perfect way. 


We are safe if thou art nigh. 
2 Though the night be dark and dreary, 2 In the hour of pain and anguish, 
In the hour when death draws near, 


Darkness cannot hide from thee; 
Thou art he who, never weary, Suffer not our hearts to languish, 
Suffer not our souls to fear. 


Watcheth where thy people be. 
Should swift death this night o’ertake us, And when mortal life is ended, 
Bid us in thine arms to rest, 


And our couch become our tomb, 
May the morn in heaven awake us, Till, by angel bands attended, 
We awake among the blest. 


Clad in light and deathless bloom. 
Thomas Hastings. 


James Edmeston. 
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May the grace of At our ee ote And the Father’s boundless love, With the Holy Spirit’s favor, Rest upon us & ‘ -bore! 
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Dismissal. 


ae the grace of Christ our Saviour, 
And ths Father’s boundless love, 
With the Holy Spirit’s favor, 
Rest upon us from above! 
z Thus may we abide in union 
With each other and the Lord, 
And possess, in sweet communion, 
Joys which earth cannot afford. 


John Newton. 


Lorp, dismiss us with thy blessing; 
Bid us now depart in peace; 

Still on heavenly manna feeding, 
Let our faith and love increase. 


2 Fill each breast with consolation; 
Up to thee our hearts we raise; 
When we reach our blissful station, 


Then we’ll give thee nobler praise. 
Robert Hawker. 


CLOSE OF SERVICE. 9 
GREENVILLE, 8s, 7s, 4s. : ji puree. 
| 2d. D.C. 


(Ht keaay Wi Paka] 


Lord, a re us with thy oe Fill our ies Ls peace; {Let us each, thy love a. 
D.C.—Oh, re-fresh us, oh, re- ~ us, le ote ‘a (Triumph in re-deeming (Ovz72) } grace ; 
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95 Dismissal. Glad to leave our cumbrous clay, 
Lorp, dismiss us with thy blessing, May we, ready, 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace; Rise and reign in endless day, 
Let us each, thy love possessing, Bese 
Triumph in redeeming grace; 96 «Heep we safe.” 
Oh, refresh us, Gop of our salvation! hear us; 


Bless, oh, bless us, ere we go; 


Traveling through this wilderness. aa. 
When we join the world, be near us, 


2 Thanks we give, and adoration, : Lest we cold and careless grow. 
For thy gospel’s joyful sound, Saviour! keep us; 
May the fruits of thy salvation Keep us safe from every foe. 


In our hearts and lives abound; 
May thy presence 
With us evermore be found. 


2 As our steps are drawing nearer 
To our everlasting home, 
May our view of heaven grow clearer, 




















3 So, whene’er the signal ’s given, Hope more bright of joys to come; 
Us from earth to call away; And, when dying, 
Borne on angels’ wings to heaven, May thy presence cheer the gloom. 
Thomas Kelly. 
BREAD OF 24 6s, 4S. Mi F. Le 
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Break ‘, the pres’ ee life, Dear Lord, to me, As thou didst ore any Be-side the sea; 



























































as 
Bette |e 2a 2 lees cI 
2 Sige bs aes Seem et pokey eon io 
= | = = a {| —_, { 4 
= Hees te 13 ser ire esti i 
9 F o es (Z Cd i ri} LP @ id io) oa 
Be - yond Pe = fee page seek thee, re a it mie for thee, O liv-ing Word! 
-@- 
Soe : ett ezeeeia el 
Seo Peete tee 
eg 2 aoe dof life 2 Bless thou the truth, dear es. 
: To me—to me— 
er ara ee eA Sem As thou didst bless the bread 
: ; By Galilee; 
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ll find : 
My spirit pants for thee, ae sr eae peace 
oO living Word! ¢ “ : Mary A, Lathbury. 


40 CLOSE OF SERVICE. 


WRAYSBURY. 8s, 7s. 


KE. J. eae 
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98 Evening Prayer. 

Hear my prayer, O heavenly Father, 
Ere I lay me down to sleep: 

Bid thine angels, pure and holy, 
Round my bed their vigil keep. 


2 Great my sins are, but thy mercy 
Far outweighs them every one; 
Down before thy cross I cast them, 

Trusting in thy help alone. 


3 Keep me, through this night of peril, 
Underneath its boundless shade; 
Take me to thy rest, I pray thee, 
When my pilgrimage is made. 


4 None shall measure out thy patience 

_ By the span of human thought; 

None shall bound the tender mercies 
Which thy holy Son has brought. 


5 Pardon all my past transgressions; 
Give me strength for days to come; 
Guide and guard me with thy blessing, 

Till thine angels bid me home. 


Harriet Parr. 


99 “Turn us, O Lord!” 

HEAVENLY Father, grant thy blessing 
On the teaching of this day; 

That our hearts, thy fear possessing, 
May from sin be turned away. 


2 Have we wandered? oh, forgive us; 
Have we wished from truth to rove ? 

Turn, oh, turn us, and receive us, 
And incline us thee to love. 


Anon., 1835. 
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100 “Thou hearest.” 

Lorp! in love and mercy save us, 
For our trust is all in thee: 

In that cleansing fountain lave us, 


Which alone can make us free! 


2 Weary, life’s rough billows breasting, 
Through the long lone dismal night, 
Grant that calmly, on thee resting, 
We may wait for morning light. 


3 Lord! we pray, and know thou hearest, 
For thy promises are true: 
Grant the heart-wish that is dearest; 
He who knows can also do! 
A.J. Symington. 
101 
Gracious Saviour, thus before thee 
With our varied want and care; 
For a blessing we implore thee, 
Listen to our evening prayer! 


Blessing sought. 


2 By thy favor safely living, 
With a grateful heart we raise 

Songs of jubilant thanksgiving; 
Listen to our evening praise. 


3 Through the day, Lord, thou hast given 
Strength sufficieat for our need; 

Cheered us with sweet hopes of heaven, 
Helped and comforted indeed. 


4 Lord, we thank thee, and adore thee, 
For the solace of thy love; 

And rejoicing thus before thee, 
Wait thy blessing from above! 


Henry Bateman, 


CLOSE OF SERVICE. 4 
GOD BE WITH YOU, P. M. ‘W.G. Tomer. - 
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God be with you till we meet, as = galt 
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By his counsels guide, up-hold you, With his sheep aaa fold you, 
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102 Rom. 16: 20. 

Gop be with you till we meet again, 
By his counsels guide, uphold you, 
With his sheep securely fold you, 
God be with you till we meet again. 


Cxo.—Till we meet, till we meet, 
Till we meet at Jesus’ feet; 
Till we meet, till we meet, 


God be with you till we meet again. 


2 God be with you till we meet again, 
’Neath his wings protecting hide you; 


Daily manna still provide you, 
God be with you till we meet again. 


3 God be with you till we meet again, 
When life’s perils thick confound you; 
Put his arms unfailing round you, 
God be with you till we meet again. 


4 God be with you till we meet again; 
Keep loye’s banner floating o’er you; 
Smite death’s threatening wave before you, 
God be with you till we meet again. 
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42 THE SCRIPTURES. 
SOUTHWELL. C.M. 


H. S. Irons. 
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1 03 Psalm 119. 
Tux Spirit breathes upon the word, 
And brings the truth to sight; 
Precepts and promises afford 
A sanctifying light. 


2 A glory gilds the sacred page, 
Majestic, like the sun; 

It gives a light to every age;— 
It gives, but borrows none. 


3 The hand, that gave it, still supplies 
The gracious light and heat; 

Its truths upon the nations rise,— 
They rise, but never set. 


4 Let everlasting thanks be thine, 
For such a bright display, 

As makes a world of darkness shine 
With beams of heavenly day. 


5 My soul rejoices to pursue 
The steps of him I love, 

Till glory breaks upon my view, 
In brighter worlds above. 


William Cowper. 


KNOX. C. M. 





104 
How sHaut the young secure their hearts, 
. And guard their lives from sin? 
Thy word the choicest rules imparts 
To keep the conscience clean. 


Psalm 119, 


2 When once it enters to the mind, 
It spreads such light abroad; 

The meanest souls instruction find, 
And raise their thoughts to God. 


3 “Tis like the sun, a heayenly light, 
That guides us all the day; 

And, through the dangers of the night, 
A lamp to lead our way. 


4 Thy precepts make me truly wise; 
I hate the sinner’s road; 

I hate my own vain thoughts that rise, 
But love thy law, my God! 


5 Thy word is everlasting truth; 
How pure is every page! 

That holy book shall guide our youth, 
And well support our age. 


Isaac Watts, 


Fr. TEMPLE Bia 
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105 Psalm 119. 

How precious is the book divine, 
By inspiration given! 

Bright as a lamp its doctrines shine, 
To guide our souls to heaven. 


2 O’er all the strait and narrow way 
Its radiant beams are cast; 

A light whose never weary ray 
Grows brightest at the last. 


| | | . 
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3 It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts, 
In this dark vale of tears; 

Life, light, and joy, it still imparts, 
And quells our rising fears. 


4 This lamp, through all the tedious night 
Of life, shall guide our way, 
Till we behold a clearer light 


Of an eternal day. 
Jonn Fawcett, 


THE SCRIPTURES. 


CHIMES. C. M. 


LowELt Mason. 
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1 O6 “Endless glory ” 

Faruer of mercies! in thy word 
What endless glory shines! 

For ever be thy name adored, 
For these celestial lines. 


2 Here, the fair tree of knowledge grows, 


And yields a free repast; 
Sublimer sweets than nature knows 
Invite the longing taste. 


3 Here, the Redeemer’s welcome voice 
Spreads heavenly peace around; 
And life and everlasting joys 
Attend the blissful sound. 


4 Oh, may these heavenly pages be 
My ever dear delight; 

And still new beauties may I see, 
And still increasing light. 


5 Divine Instructor, gracious Lord! 
Be thou for ever near; 

Teach me to love thy sacred word, 
And view my Saviour there. 


Anne Steele, 


VORK )C.-M- 
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107 Psalin 119. 

Ox, how I love thy holy law! 
*T is daily my delight; 

And thence my meditations draw 
Divine advice by night. 


2 How doth thy word my heart engage! 
How well employ my tongue! 

And in my tiresome pilgrimage 
Yields me a heavenly song. 


3 Am Ia stranger, or at home, 
"Tis my perpetual feast: 

Not honey dropping from the comb, 
So much allures the taste. 


4 No treasures so enrich the mind, 
Nor shall thy word be sold 

For loads of silver well-refined, 
Nor heaps of choicest gold. 


5 When nature sinks, and spirits droop, 
Thy promises of grace 

Are pillars to support my hope, 
And there I write thy praise. 


Isaac Watts. 


Fr. ScorcH PsaTer, 
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108 Psalm 119. 

On, that the Lord would guide my. ways 
To keep his statutes still: 

Oh, that my God would grant me grace 
To know and do his will. 


2 Oh, send thy Spirit down, to write 
Thy law upon my heart; 

Nor let my tongue indulge deceit, 
Or act the liar’s part. 


3 Order my footsteps by thy word, 
And make my heart sincere; 

Let sin have no dominion, Lord! 
But keep my conscience clear. 


4 Make me.to walk in thy commands— 
"Tis a delightful road; 

Nor let my head, or heart, or hands, 
Offend against my God. 


Isaac Watts, 


44 THE SCRIPTURES, 
CLYDE. 8s, 4. Arr. by EMMELar. 
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Book of grace, and book of glory ! Gift of God to age and youth, Wondrous is thy sacred story, Bright, bright with truth. 
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109 Gift of God. 
Boox of grace, and book of glory! 3 Book of hope! the spirit, sighing, 
Gift of God to age and youth, » Sweetest comfort finds in thee, 
Wondrous is thy sacred story, As it hears the Saviour crying, 
Bright, bright with truth, “Come, come to me!” 
2 Book of love! in accents tender 4 Book of life! when we, reposing, 
Speaking unto such as we; Bid farewell to friends we love, 
May it lead us, Lord, to render Give us, for the life then closing, 
‘All, all to thee. Life, life above. 
THOMAS MACKELLAR, 
UXBRIDGE. L. M. Lowe tt Mason. 
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1 1 O Psalm 19. 1 ai 1 Psalm 19. 
Tue heavens declare thy glory, Lord! Great Sun of Righteousness, arise! 

In every star thy wisdom shines; Oh, bless the world with heavenly light! 
But, when our eyes behold thy word, Thy gospel makes the simple wise: 

We read thy name in fairer lines. Thy laws are pure, thy judgments right. 


2 Thy noblest wonders here we view, 


: In souls renewed and sins forgiven:— 
And nights and days thy power confess; Lord, cleanse my sins, my soul renew 
’ %. > 


But the blest volume thou hast writ : 
Reveals thy justice and thy grace. Bad ake thy wort meer = ne 
11 2 Psalm 19, 
Aumicuty Lord, the sun shall fail, 
’? The moon forget her nightly tale, 
And deepest silence hush on high, 
The radiant chorus of the sky ;— 


2 The rolling sun, the changing light, 


3 Sun, moon, and stars convey thy praise 
Round the whole earth, and never stand; 
So, when thy truth began its race, 
It touched and glanced on every land. 


4 Nor shall thy spreading gospel rest, 2 But fixed for everlasting years, 
Till through the world thy truth has run, Unmoved, amid the wreck of spheres, 

Till Christ has all the nations blessed, Thy word shall shine in cloudless day, 
That see the light, or feel the sun. When heaven and earth have passed away. 


Isaac Watts, Robert Grant. 
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The heavens declare his glo- ry, Their sce er’s skill the skies; Each day repeats ye 
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The wanderer surely guiding, 
It makes the simple wise; 

And, evermore abiding, 
Unfailing joy supplies. 


Tue heavens declare his glory, 
Their Maker’s skill the skies; 

Each day repeats the story, 
And night to night replies, 


Their silent proclamation 3 Thy word is richer treasure 
Throughout the earth is heard; Than lurks within the mine; 

The record of creation, And daintiest fare less pleasure 
The page of nature’s word. Yields than this food divine. 


How wise each kind monition! 
Led by thy counsels, Lord, 


A eee eee How safe the saints’ condition, 
, g ; aE ! 
Than all the pomp of day: Bow, cress them rowart J. Conder. 


2 So pure, so soul-restoring, 


PETROX. 6s. Rev. H. W. Baker. 
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1141. ee thy word a-bid - eth, And our footsteps a oth: Who its truth be - liev- eth Light fe joy re - ceiv - th. 
2. When thestormsareo’erus, Anddarkcloudsbefore us, Then its light di- rect - eth, And our way pro - tect - eth. 
3, Word of mercy, giv- ing Suc-cor to the liv - ing; Word of life sup - ply - ing Com- fort to the dy - ing! 
4, Oh, that we dis-cern- ing Its most ho-ly learn-ing, Lord ymay love and fear thee, Ev - er-more be near thee! 
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W. Boyd. 
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GOD:—THE FATHER. 


ST. ANN’S. C. M. 





W. Crort. 
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115 Providence. 

Kenp silence, all created things! 
And wait your Maker’s nod; 

My soul stands trembling, while she sings 
The honors of her God. 





2. Life, death, and hell, and worlds unknown, 


Hang on his firm decree; 
He sits on no precarious throne, 
Nor borrows leave to be. 


3 His providence unfolds the book, 
And makes his counsels shine; 

Each opening leaf, and every stroke, 
Fulfills some deep design. 


4 My God! I would not long to see 
My fate with curious eyes— 

What gloomy lines are writ for me, 
Or what bright scenes may rise. 


5 In thy fair book of life and grace, 
Ob, may I find my name 

Recorded in some humble place, 
Beneath my Lord, the Lamb. 


Isaac Watts. 


MANOAH. ~C. M. 
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1 1 6 Providence. 
Gop moves in a mysterious way 
His wonders to perform; 


» He plants his footsteps in the sea, 


And rides upon the storm. 


2 Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take! 
The clouds ye so much dread, 

Are big with mercy, and will break 
In blessings on your head. 


3 Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 
But trust him for his grace; 

Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 


4 His purposes will ripen fast, 
Unfolding every hour; 

The bud may have a bitter taste, 
But sweet will be the flower. 


5 Blind unbelief is sure to err, 
And scan his work in vain; 

God is his own interpreter, 
And he will make it plain. 


William Cowper. 


Arr. fr. Rossini. 
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Brer, my tongue, some heavenly theme, 


And speak some boundless thing; 
The mighty works or mightier name 
Of our eternal Kine. 


2 Tell of his wondrous faithfulness, 
And sound his power abroad; 

Sing the sweet promise of his grace, 
And the performing God, 





3 His very word of grace is strong, 
As that which built the skies; 

The voice that rolls the stars along, 
Speaks all the promises. 


4 Oh, might I hear thy heavenly tongue 
But whisper, ‘‘Thou art mine!” 
Those gentle words should raise my song 


To notes almost divine. 
Isaac Watts, 


ATTRIBUTES. 


1 1 8 [Tune—St. Ann's. ] 

Tue Lord, our God, is full of might, 
The winds obey his will; 

He speaks, —and, in his heayenly height, 
The rolling sun stands still. 


2 Rebel, ye waves, and o’er the land 
With threatening aspect roar; 

The Lord uplifts his awful hand, 
And chains you to the shore. 


3 Howl, winds of night,your force combine; 
Without his high behest, 





47 


Ye shall not, in the mountain pine, 
Disturb the sparrow’s nest. 


4 His voice sublime is heard afar, 
In distant peals it dies; 

He yokes the whirlwind to his car, 
And sweeps the howling skies, 


5 Ye nations, bend—in reverence bend; 
Ye monarchs, wait his nod, 

And bid the choral song ascend 
To celebrate your God. 


Henry Kirke White 
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119  Bverlasting.—Ps. 90. 

O Gop, the Rock of Ages, 
Who evermore hast been, 
What time the tempest rages, 

Our dwelling-place serene: 
Before thy first creations, 

O Lord, the same as now, 
To endless generations, 

The Everlasting thou! 


2 Our years are like the shadows 
On sunny hills that lie, 

Or grasses in the meadows 
That blossom but to die: 


A sleep, a dream, a story, 

By strangers quickly told, 
An unremaining glory 

Of things that soon are old. 


3 O thou who canst not slumber, 
Whose light grows never pale, 
Teach us aright to number 
Our years before they fail! 
On us thy mercy lighten, 
On us thy goodness rest, 
And let thy Spirit brighten 
The hearts thyself hast blessed! 


2. H. Bickersteth. 


48 GOD:—THE FATHER. 
BRATTLE ere C. M. D. 
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3 O Providence, 

Wate thee I seek, protecting Power! 
Be my vain wishes stilled; 

And may this consecrated hour 
With better hopes be filled; 

Thy love the power of thought bestowed; 
To thee my thoughts would soar: 

Thy mercy o’er my life has flowed; 
That mercy I adore. 


2 In each event of life how clear 
Thy ruling hand I see! 

Each blessing to my soul more dear 
Because conferred by thee. 

In every joy that crowns my days, 
In every pain I bear, 

My heart shall find delight in praise 
Or seek relief in prayer. 


3 When gladness wings my favored hour, 
Thy love my thoughts shall fill; 

Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower, 
My soul shall meet thy will. 
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My lifted eye, without a tear, 
The gathering storm shall see; 

My steadfast heart shall know no fear; 
That heart will rest on thee. 


Helen M, Williams, 
121 Psalm 116. 
Waar shall I render to my God, 
For all his kindness shown? 
My feet shall visit thine abode, 
My songs address thy throne. 


2 Among the saints that fill thine house, 
My offering shall be paid; 

There shall my zeal perform the vows, 
My soul in anguish made. 


3 How much is mercy thy delight, 
Thou ever blesséd God! 

How dear thy servants in thy sight! 
How precious is their blood! 


4 How happy all thy servants are! 
How great thy grace to me! 

My life, which thou hast made thy care, 
Lord, I devote to thee. 


Tsaac Watts, 


ATTRIBUTES. 


122 Continued help. 

Wuen all thy mercies, O my God! 
My rising soul surveys, 

Transported with the view, I’m lost 
In wonder, love, and praise. 


2 Unnumbered comforts, to my soul, 
Thy tender care bestowed, 

Before my infant heart conceived 
From whom those comforts flowed. 


3 When, in the slippery paths of youth, 
With heedless steps, I ran, 

Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe, 
And led me up to man. 


4 Ten thousand, thousand precious gifts 
My daily thanks employ; 

Nor is the least a cheerful heart, 
That tastes those gifts with joy. 


5 Through every period of my life, 
Thy goodness Ill pursue; 

And after death, in distant worlds, 
The glorious theme renew. 


6 Through all eternity, to thee 
A joyful song I’ll raise: 

For, oh, eternity ’s too short 
To utter all thy praise! 


Joseph Addison. 


CORINTH. C. 


49 
128 » , Psaln 90, * 
Our God, our help in ages past, 

Our hope for years to come; 
Our shelter from the stormy blast, 

And our eternal home! 
Under the shadow of thy throne 

Thy saints have dwelt secure; 
Sufficient is thine arm alone, 

And our defence is sure, 


2 Before the hills in order stood, 
Or earth received her frame, 

From everlasting thou art God 
To endless years the same. 

A thousand ages, in thy sight, 
Are like an evening gone; 


Short as the watch that ends the night, 


Before the rising sun. 


3 Time, like an ever-rolling stream 
Bears all its sons away; 

They fly, forgotten, as a dream 
Dies at the opening day. 

Our God, our help in ages past, 
Our hope for years to come, 

Be thou our guard while troubles last, 
And our eternal home. 


Isaac Watts. 
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if Ds 4 ‘* Herein is Love.” 

My God, how wonderful thou art, 
Thy majesty how bright! 

How glorious is thy mercy-seat, 
In depths of burning light! 


2 How dread are thine eternal years, 
O everlasting Lord! 

By prostrate spirits day and night 
Incessantly adored, 


3 Oh, how I fear thee, living God, 
With deepest, tenderest fears, 

And worship thee with trembling hope, 
And penitential tears. 
4P 


4 Yet I may love thee too, O Lord, 
Almighty as thou art, 

For thou hast stooped to ask of me 
The love of my poor heart. 


5 No earthly father loves like thee, 
No mother half so mild 

Bears and forbears, as thou hast done 
With me, thy sinful child. 


6 My God, how wonderful thou art, 
Thou everlasting Friend! 
On thee I stay my trusting heart, 


Till faith in vision end. 
Frederick W. Faber. 


. 


GOD:—THE FATHER. 
NOEL. C. M. D. Arr. by A. S. SuLLIVAN. 
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1 2 5 My Father. 1 OD: 6 Perfections. 
O Gop, thy power is wonderful, I sine the almighty power of God, 
Thy glory passing bright; That made the mountains rise, 
Thy wisdom, with its deep on deep, That spread the flowing seas abroad, 
A rapture to the sight. And built the lofty skies. 
I see thee in the eternal years I sing the wisdom that ordained 
In glory all alone, The sun to rule the day; 
Ere round thine uncreated fires The moon shines full at his command, 
Created light had shone. And all the stars obey. 
2 I see thee walk in Eden’s shade, 2 Ising the goodness of the Lord, 
I see thee all through time; That filled the earth with food; 
Thy patience and compassion seem He formed the creatures with his word, 
New attributes sublime. And then pronounced them good. 
I see thee when the doom is o’er, Lord! how thy wonders are displayed. 
And outworn time is done, Where’er I turn mine eye! 
Still, still incomprehensible, If I survey the ground I tread, 
O God, yet not alone. Or gaze upon the sky! 
3 Angelic spirits, countless souls, 3 There ’s not a plant or flower below 
Of thee have drunk their fill; But makes thy glories known; 
And to eternity will drink And clouds arise, and tempests blow, 
Thy joy and glory still. By order from thy throne. 
O little heart of mine! shall pain Creatures that borrow life from thee 
Or sorrow make thee moan, Are subject to thy care; 
When all this God is all for thee, There ’s not a place where we can flee, 
A Father all thine own? But God is present there. 


Frederick W. Faber. Tsaac Watts, 


ATTRIBUTES. 


i aiv¢ [Tune—Noel.] 

My Shepherd will supply my need, 

_ Jehovah is his name; 

In pastures fresh he makes me feed, 
Beside the living stream. 

He brings my wandering spirit back, 
When I forsake his ways; 

And leads me, for his mercy’s sake, 
In paths of truth and grace. 


2 When I walk through the shades of death, 
Thy presence is my stay; 
A word of thy supporting breath, 
Drives all my fears away. 
Thy hand, in sight of all my foes, 
Doth still my table spread; 
My cup with blessings overflows, 
Thine oil anoints my head. 


3 The sure provisions of my God 
Attend me all my days; 

Oh, may thy house be mine abode, 
And all my works be praise: 

There would I find a settled rest, 
While others go and come,— 

No more a stranger, or a guest, 
But like a child at home, 


Isaac Watts. 


ITALIAN HYMN. 6s, 4s. 





1 8 , (Tune—Noel.] 

Farner! how wide thy glory shines! 
How high thy wonders rise! 

Known through the earth by thousand signs, 
By thousand through the skies. 


2 Those mighty orbs proclaim thy power, 
Their motions speak thy skill; 

And on the wings of every hour, 
We read thy patience still. 

3 But, when we view thy strange design 
To save rebellious worms, 

Where vengeance and compassion join 
In their divinest forms, — 

4 Here the whole Deity is known; 
Nor dares a creature guess 

Which of the glories brightest shone, 
The justice, or the grace. 

5 Now the full glories of the Lamb 
Adorn the heavenly plains; 

Bright seraphs learn Immanuel’s name, 
And try their choicest strains. 

6 Oh, may I bear some humble part, 
In that immortal song; 

Wonder and joy shall tune my heart, 


And love command my tongue, 
Isaac Watts. 


N 

















= 
z 








sla 





a See | 4 i 
Oe ealeel elapsed Lis 


Come,thou Almighty King, 
Help us thy nametosing, 
| 


Help us to praise: (an all-glorious, 


ae 
Pes le 
7o, = gies 
-Or@ + 5 ra i 
O’er all Me teuinee. Come nade over us, Ancient of Days! 
| 























gp te tittese tae sae qc 
ere ZI 


1 2 9 “One in Three.” 
Cog, thou Almighty King, 
Help us thy name to sing, 
Help us to praise: 
Father! all-glorious, 
O’er all victorious, 
Come, and reign over us, 
Ancient of Days! 
2 Come, thou incarnate Word, 
Gird on thy mighty sword; 
Our prayer attend; 
Come, and thy people bless, 
And give thy word success, 
Spirit of holiness! 
On us descend. 
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3 Come, holy Comforter! 

Thy sacred witness bear, 
In this glad hour: 

Thou, who almighty art, 

Now rule in every heart, 

And ne’er from us depart, 
Spirit of power! 

4 To the great One in Three, 

The highest praises be, 
Hence evermore! 

His sovereign majesty 

May we in glory see, 

And to eternity 


Loye and adore. Chuvics Westty 


52 GOD:—THE FATHER. 
LAUD. C.M. J. B. Dyxes. 
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1 380 “Te Deum.” 
O Gop! we praise thee, and confess The world is with the glory filled 
That thou the only Lord Of thy majestic sway! 
And everlasting Father art, 
By all the earth adored. 4 The apostles’ glorious company, 
And prophets crowned with light, 
2 To thee all angels cry aloud; With all the martyrs’ noble host, 
To thee the powers on high, Thy constant praise recite. 
Both cherubim and seraphim, 
Continually do cry:— 5 The holy church throughout the world, 
O Lord, confesses thee, 
3 O holy, holy, holy Lord, That thou the eternal Father art, 
Whom heavenly hosts obey, Of boundless majesty. ES 
IN. Tate, tr. 
DOWNS. ¥ * LoweEtt Mason. 
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131 Love. 

Come, ye that know and fear the Lord, 3 Behold his patience, bearing long 
And raise your thoughts above: With those who from him rove; 

Let every heart and voice accord, Till mighty grace their hearts subdues, 
To sing that ‘‘God is love.” To teach them—‘‘ God is love.” 

2 This precious truth his word declares, 4 Oh, may we all, while here below, 
And all his mercies prove; This best of blessings prove; 

Jesus, the gift of gifts, appears, Till warmer hearts, in brighter worlds, 
To show that ‘‘ God is love.” Proclaim that ‘‘God is love,” 


George Burder. 
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132 God's Welcome. 


THERE ’S a wideness in God’s mercy, 
Like the wideness of the sea: 
There ’s a kindness in his justice, 
Which is more than liberty. 
There is welcome for the sinner, 
And more graces for the good; 
There is mercy with the Saviour; 
There is healing in his blood. 


2 There is no place where earth’s sorrows 


Are more felt than up in heaven; 
There is no place where earth’s failings 
Have such kindly judgment given. 


DUNDEE. C. M. 


There is plentiful redemption 
In the blood that has been shed; 
There is joy for all the members 
In the sorrows of the Head. 


3 For the love of God is broader 
Than the measure of man’s mind; 
And the heart of the Eternal 
Is most wonderfully kind. 
If our love were but more simple. 
We should take him at his word; 
And our lives would be all sunshine 


In the sweetness of our Lord. 
Frederick W. Faber. 


G. Franc. 
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1 o S Ue nity. 

Great God! how infinite art thou! 
What worthless worms are we! 

Let the whole race of creatures bow, 
/And pay their praise to thee. 


2 Thy throne eternal ages stood, 
Ere seas or stars were made: 

Thou art the ever-living God, 
Were all the nations dead. 


3 Eternity, with all its years, 
Stands present in thy view; 


brides itz ing ais tics rez ocr ease 


To thee there’s nothing old appears— 


Great God! there’s nothing new. 


4 Ourlivesthrough variousscenes are drawn, 


And vexed with trifling cares; 


While thine eternal thought moves on 


Thine undisturbed affairs. 


5 Great God! how infinite art thou! 


What worthless worms are we! 


Let the whole race of creatures bow, 


And pay their praise to thee. 


Tsaac Watts, 


LOUVAN. L. M. 





GOD :—THE FATHER. 


V. C. TAYLor. 
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134 
Lorp of all being; throned afar, 
Thy glory flames from sun and star; 
Centre and soul of every sphere, 
Yet to each loving heart how near! 


Omivipresence. 


2 Sun of our life, thy quickening ray 
Sheds on our path the glow of day; 
Star of our hope, thy softened light 
Cheers the long watches of the night. 


3 Our midnight is thy smile withdrawn; 
Our noontide is thy gracious dawn; 

Our rainbow arch thy mercy’s sign; 

All, save the clouds of sin, are thine! 


4 Lord of all life, below, above, 

~ Whose light is truth, whose warmth is love, 
Before thy ever-blazing throne 
We ask no lustre of our own. 


5 Grant us thy truth to make us free, 
And kindling hearts that burn for thee, 
Till all thy living altars claim 

One holy light, one heavenly flame! 


Oliver Wendell Holmes. 


135 
Lorp, how mysterious are thy ways! 
How blind are we, how mean our praise! 
Thy steps no mortal eyes explore; 

"Tis ours to wonder and adore. 


Providence. 


2 Great God! I do not ask to see 
What in futurity shall be; 

Let light and bliss attend my days, 
And then my future hours be praise 





=a 


3 Are darkness and distress my share? 
Give me to trust thy guardian care; 
Enough for me, if love divine 

At length through every cloud shall shine. 


4 Yet this my soul desires to know, 
Be this my only wish below; 
That Christ is mine!—this great request, 


Grant, bounteous God, and I am blest. 
Anne Steele. 


136 
Lorp, my weak thought in vain would climb 
To search the starry vault profound; 
In vain would wing her flight sublime, 
To find creation’s outmost bound. 


Sovereignty. 


2 But weaker yet that thought must prove 
To search thy great eternal plan,— 

Thy sovereign counsels, born of love 
Long ages ere the world began. 


3 When my dim reason would demand 
Why that, or this, thou dost ordain, 

By some vast deep I seem to stand, 
Whose secrets I must ask in vain. 


4 When doubts disturb my troubled breast, 
And all is dark as night to me, 

Here, as on solid rock, I rest; 
That so it seemeth good to thee. 


5 Be this my joy, that evermore 

Thou rulest all things at thy will: 
Thy sovereign wisdom I adore, 

And calmly, sweetly, trust thee still. 


Ray Palmer, 


IRBY. 8s, 7s, 7s. 





THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 55 


H. J. GAunTLertr. 
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1 3 76 “ The child 2 esus.”’ 13 oO 2 “ Friend of Sinners.” 


Once in royal David’s city 
Stood a lowly cattle shed, 
Where a mother laid her Baby, 
In a manger for his bed: 
Mary was that mother mild, 
Jesus Christ her little child. 


2 He came down to earth from heaven 
Who is God and Lord of all, 
And his shelter was a stable, 
And his cradle was a stall; 
With the lowly, poor, and mean, 
Lived on earth our Saviour then. 


3 And, through all his wondrous childhood, 


He would honor and obey, 
Love, and watch the lowly maiden 

In whose gentle arms he lay: 
Christian children all must be 
Mild, obedient, good as he. 


4 Oh, our eyes at last shall see him, 
Through his own redeeming love, 
For that child so dear and gentle 
Is our God in heaven above; 
And he leads his children on 
To the place where he is gone. 


5 Not in that poor lowly stable, 
With the oxen standing by, 
We shall see him; but in heaven, 
Set at God’s right hand on high; 
When like stars his children crowned 


All in white shall wait around. 
Mrs. C. F. Alexander. 


Ons there is above all others, 
Well deserves the name of Friend; 
His is love beyond a brother’s, 
Costly, free, and knows no end: 
They who once his kindness prove 
Find it everlasting love. 


2 Which of all our friends, to save us, 
Could or would have shed his blood? 
But our Jesus died to have us 
Reconciled in him to God: 
This was boundless love indeed! 
Jesus is a friend in need. 


3 When he lived on earth abaséd, 
‘Friend of sinners” was his name; 
Now above all glories raiséd, 
He rejoices in the same; 
Still he calls them brethren, friends, 
And to all their wants attends. 


4 Could we bear from one another 
What he daily bears from us? 
Yet this glorious Friend and Brother 
Loves us though we treat him thus: 
Though for good we render ill, 
He accounts us brethren still. 


5 Oh, for grace our hearts to soften! 
Teach us, Lord, at length to love; 
We, alas! forget too often 
What a Friend we have above: 
But when home our souls are brought, 


We will love thee as we ought. 
John Newton. 


6 THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 
CAROL. C. M. D. R.S. Wituts. 
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4 For lo! the days are hastening on, 
By prophet-bards foretold, 

When with the ever-circling years 
Comes round the age of gold! 

When peace shall over all the earth 
Its final splendors fling, 

And the whole world send back the song 


Which now the angels sing! 
Edwin H, Sears. 


CHRISTMAS.: C. M. Arr. fr. HANDEL. 
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2 Still through the cloven skies they come, 
With peaceful wings unfurled; 
And still celestial music floats 
O’er all the weary world; 
Above its sad and lowly plains 
They bend on heavenly wing, 
And ever o’er its Babel sounds, 
The blesséd angels sing. 
















































































INCARNATION AND 
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BIRTH. 57 


Arr. by A. S. SULLIVAN. 
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140 Bethlehem Song. 
Wuuiz shepherds watched their flocks by 
All seated on the ground; [night, 
The angel of the Lord came down, 
And glory shone around. 
“Fear not,” said he,—for mighty dread 
Had seized their troubled mind,— 
‘‘Glad tidings of great joy I bring, 
To you and all mankind. 


2 ‘“‘To you, in David’s town this day, 
Is born of David’s line, 

The Sayiour, who is Christ, the Lord, 
And this shall be the sign;— 

The heavenly babe you there shall find 
To human view displayed, 

All meanly wrapped in swathing bands, 
And in a manger laid.” 


3 Thus spake the seraph—and forthwith 
Appeared a shining throng 

Of angels, praising God, who thus 
Addressed their joyful song :— 

‘All glory be to God on high, 
And to the earth be peace; 

Good-will henceforth from heaven to men 


Begin, and never cease!” 
Nahum Tate. 


el 


Caum on the listening ear of night, 
Come heaven’s melodious strains, 

Where wild Judea stretches far 
Her silver-mantled plains. 

Celestial choirs, from courts above, 
Shed sacred glories there, 

And angels, with their sparkling lyres, 
Make music on the air. 


Angels’ music. 


2 The answering hills of Palestine 
Send back the glad reply, 

And greet from all their holy heights 
The Dayspring from on high: 

O’er the blue depths of Galilee 
There comes a holier calm; 

And Sharon waves in solemn praise 
Her silent groves of palm. 


3 ‘Glory to God!” the lofty strain 
The realms of ether fills; 

How sweeps the song of solemn joy 
O’er Judah’s sacred hills! 

‘Glory to God!” the sounding skies 
Loud with their anthems ring: 

‘¢Peace on the earth; good-will to men, 


From heayen’s eternal King.” 
lidwin H, Sears, 


58 THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 
HERALD ANGELS. 7s. D. 


Arr. fr. MENDELSSOHN. 
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142 
Hark! the herald angels sing 
“‘Glory to the new-born King; 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 
God and sinners reconciled!” 
Joyful, all ye nations, rise, 

Join the triumph of the skies; 
With the angelic host proclaim, 
Christ is born in Bethlehem! 


The Nativity. 


2 Christ, by highest heaven adored; 
Christ, the everlasting Lord; 

Late in time behold him come, 
Offspring of the Virgin’s womb: 
Vailed in flesh the Godhead see; 
Hail the incarnate Deity, 

Pleased as man with men to dwell; 
Jesus, our Immanuel! 


3 Hail! the heaven-born Prince of Peace! 
Hail the Sun of Righteousness! 

Light and life to all he brings, 

Risen with healing in his wings: 

Mild he lays his glory by, 

Born that man no more may die: 

Born to raise the sons of earth, 


Born to give them second birth. 
Charles Wesley, 
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148 “Ihe Ohrist of God.” 

Hz has come! the Christ of God 
Left for us his glad abode; 
Stooping from his throne of bliss, 
To this darksome wilderness. 

He has come! the Prince of Peace; 
Come to bid our sorrows cease; 
Come to scatter with his light 

All the shadows of our night. 


2 He the mighty King has come! 
Making this poor earth his home; 
Come to bear our sin’s sad load; 
Son of David, Son of God! 

He has come, whose name of grace 
Speaks deliverance to our race; 
Left for us his glad abode; 

Son of Mary, Son of God! 


3 Unto us a child is born! 

Ne’er has earth beheld a morn, 
Among all the morns of time, 

Half so glorious in its prime. 

Unto us a Son is given! 

He has come from God’s own heayen, 
Bringing with him from above 

Holy peace and holy love. 


Horatius Bonar, 


INCARNATION AND BIRTH. 
3 Arr, by L. Mason. 


ANTIOCH. C. M. 
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And heav’nand nature sing,And heav’nandnaturesing. 


144 Psalm 98. 

Joy to the world; the Lord is come! 
Let earth receive her King; 

Let every heart prepare him room, 
And heaven and nature sing. 


2 Joy to the earth; the Saviour reigns; 
Let men their songs employ; 

While fields and floods, rocks, hills, and plains, 
Repeat the sounding joy. 


3 No more let sins and sorrows grow, 
Nor thorns infest the ground; 

He comes to make his blessings flow 
Far as the curse is found. 


4 He rules the world with truth and grace, 
And makes the nations prove 

The glories of his righteousness, 
And wonders of his love. 


Isaac I¥atts. 





145 7s. D. “Allhail the morn!” 

Har the night, all hail the morn, 
When the Prince of Peace was born! 
When, amid the wakeful fold, 
Tidings good the angels told. 

Now our solemn chant we raise 
Duly to the Saviour’s praise; 

Now with carol hymns we bless 
Christ the Lord, our righteousness. 


2 While resounds the joyful cry, 
‘Glory be to God on high, 

Peace on earth, good-will to men!”’ 
Gladly we respond, ‘‘Amen!” 
Thus we greet this holy day, 
Pouring forth our festive lay; 
Thus we tell, with saintly mirth, 


Of Immanuel’s wondrous birth. 
Anon,, 1837. 


146 7s. D. Immanuel. 

Gop with us! oh, glorious name! 
Let it shine in endless fame; 

God and man in Christ unite; 

Oh, mysterious depth and height! 
God with us! the eternal Son 

Took our soul, our flesh, and bone; 
Now, ye saints, his grace admire, 
Swell the song with holy fire. 


2 God with us! but tainted not 
With the first transgressor’s blot; 
Yet did he our sins sustain, 

Bear the guilt, the curse, the pain. 
God with us! oh, wondrous grace! 
Let us see him face to face; 

That we may Immanuel sing, 

As we ought, our God and King! 


Sarah Slinv, 
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THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


Arr. fr. GIARDINI. 
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147 The name ‘‘ Jesus.” 


Tue Saviour! oh, what endless charms 
Dwell in the blissful sound! 

Its influence every fear disarms, 
And spreads sweet comfort round. 

The almighty Former of the skies 
Stooped to our vile abode; 

While angels viewed with wondering eyes 
And hailed the incarnate God. 


2 Oh, the rich depths of love divine! 
Of bliss a boundless store! 

Dear Saviour, let me call thee mine; 
I cannot wish for more. 

On thee alone my hope relies, 
Beneath thy cross I fall; 

My Lord, my Life, my Sacrifice, 
My Saviour, and my All! 


1 AS Jesus’ Words. 

I wearp the voice of Jesus say,— 
**Come unto me and rest: 

Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 
Thy head upon my breast!”’ 

I came to Jesus as I was, 
Weary, and worn, and sad, 

I found in him a resting-place, 
And he hath made me glad. 


Anne Steele, 


2 [heard the voice of Jesus say,— 
‘‘Behold I freely give 

The living water; thirsty one, 
Stoop down, and drink, and live!” 


I came to Jesus, and I drank 
Of that life-giving stream; 

My thirst was quenched, my soul revived, 
And now I live in him. 


3 I heard the voice of Jesus say,— 
*‘T am this dark world’s light; 
Look unto me, thy morn shall rise 
And all thy day be bright!” 

I looked to Jesus, and I found 
In him my Star, my Sun; 

And in that light of life I’ll walk, 
Till all my journey ’s done. 


FHloratius Bonar. 

149 
Ou, see how Jesus trusts himself 

Unto our childish love! 
As though by his free ways with us 

Our earnestness to prove. 
His sacred name a common word 

On earth de loves to hear; 
There is no majesty in him 

Which love may not come near. 


‘* His free ways.” 


2 The light of love is round his feet, 
His paths are never dim; 

And he comes nigh to us when we 
Dare not come nigh to him. 

Let us be simple with him then, 
Not backward, stiff, nor cold, 

As though our Bethlehem could be 
What Sinai was of old. 


FW, Faber. 


LIFE AND CHARACTER. 
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1 5 O ‘Altogether Lovely.” ‘4 


Maszstic sweetuess sits enthroned 
Upon the Saviour’s brow; 

His head with radiant glories crowned, 
His lips with grace o’erflow. 


2 No mortal can with him compare, 
Among the sons of men; 

Fairer is he than all the fair 
That fill the heavenly train, 


3 He saw me plunged in deep distress, 
He flew to my relief; 

For me he bore the shameful cross, 
And carried all my grief, 


pas ed $a (mason’s). L. M. 





4 To him I owe my life and breath, 
And all the joys I have; 

He makes me triumph over death, 
He saves me from the grave. 


5 To heaven, the place of his abode, 
He brings my weary feet; 

Shows me the glories of my God, 
And makes my joy complete. 


6 Since from his bounty I receive 
Such proofs of love divine, 

Had I a thousand hearts to give, 
Lord! they should all be thine. 


Sanenel Stennett. 


Lowe tt Mason. 
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The Divine Pattern. 


151 
My dear Redeemer, and my Lord, 
Tread my duty in thy word; 

But in thy life the law appears, 
Drawn out in living characters. 


2 Such was thy truth and such thy zeal, 
Such deference to thy Father’s will, 
Such love, and meekness so divine, 
I would transcribe and make them mine. 


3 Cold mountains and the midnight air 
Witnessed the fervor of thy prayer; 
The desert thy ternptations knew, 

Thy conflict and thy victory too. 


4 Be thou my pattern; make me bear 
More of thy gracious image here; 

Then God, the Judge, shall own my name 
Among the followers of the Lamb. 


Isaac Watts, 


62 
SESSIONS. L. M. 


THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 
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1 52 The Great Teacher. 

How sweet ty flowed the gospel sound 
From lips of gentleness and grace, 

When listening thousands gathered round, 
And joy and gladness filled the place! 


2 From heaven he came, of heaven he spoke, 
To heaven he led his followers’ way; 

Dark clouds of gloomy night he broke, 
Unvailing an immortal day. 


3 ‘‘Come, wanderers, to my Father’s home, 
Come, all ye weary ones, and rest:” 

Yes, sacred Teacher, we will come, 
Obey thee, love thee, and be blest! 


4 Decay then, tenements of dust; 
Pillars of earthly pride, decay: 

A nobler mansion waits the just, 
And Jesus has prepared the way. 


John Bowring. 


1 53 “Holy, harmless.” 

How BEAUTEOUS were the marks divine, 
That in thy meekness used to shine, 
That lit thy lonely pathway, trod 

In wondrous love, O Son of God! 


2 Oh, who like thee, so calm, so bright, 
So pure, so made to live in light? 

Oh, who like thee did ever go 

So patient through a world of woe? 


3 Oh, who like thee so humbly bore 
The scorn, the scoffs of men, before? 
So meek, forgiving, godlike, high, 
So glorious in humility? 


4 Even death, which sets the prisoner free, 
Was pang, and scoff, and scorn to thee; 
Yet love through all thy torture glowed, 
And mercy with thy life-blood flowed. 


5 Oh, in thy light be mine to go, 
Illuming all my way of woe! 

And give me ever on the road 

To trace thy footsteps, Son of God. 


Arthur C, Coxe. 


154 “He healed them.” . 

WueEn, like a stranger on our sphere, 
The lowly Jesus wandered here, 
Where’er he went, affiction fied, 

And sickness reared her fainting head. 


2 The eye that rolled in irksome night, 
Beheld his face—for God is light; 

The opening ear, the loosened tongue, 
His precepts heard, his praises sung. 


3 With bounding steps the halt and lame, 
To hail their great Deliverer came; 

O’er the cold grave he bowed his head, 
He spake the word, and raised the dead, 


4 Despairing madness, dark and wild, 
In his inspiring presence smiled; 

The storm of horror ceased to roll, 
And reason lightened through the soul. 


5 Through paths of loving-kindness led, 
Where Jesus triumphed we would tread; 
To all, with willing hands dispense 


The gifts of our benevolence. 
‘ James Montgomery. 
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1 55 “Way, Truth, and Life.” 

Tuov art the Way: to thee alone 
From sin and death we flee; 

And he who would the Father seek, 
Must seek him, Lord, by thee. 


2 Thou art the Truth: thy word alone 
True wisdom can impart; 

Thou only canst inform the mind, 
And purify the heart. 


HELENA. C. M. 
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3 Thou art the Life: the rending tomb 
Proclaims thy conquering arm; 

And those who put their trust in thee 
Nor death nor hell shall harm. 


4 Thou art the Way, the Truth, the Life: 
Grant us that Way to know; ~ 

That Truth to keep, that Life to win, 
Whose joys eternal flow. 


George WW. Doane. 


W. B. Brappury. 












































156 Pattern of Forgiveness. 

Lorp, as to thy dear cross we flee, 
And pray to be forgiven, 

So let thy life our pattern be, 
And form our souls for heaven. 


2 Help us, through good report and ill, 
Our daily cross to bear; 

Like thee, to do our Father’s will, 
Our brother’s griefs to share. 

3 Let grace our selfishness expel, 
Our earthliness refine; 

And kindness in our bosoms dwell 
As free and true as thine. 


4 If joy shall at thy bidding fly, 
And grief’s dark day come on, 

We, in our turn, would meekly ery, 
‘Father, thy will be done!” 


5 Kept peaceful in the midst of strife, 
Forgiving and forgiven, 

Oh, may we lead the pilgrim’s life, 
And follow thee to heaven! 


John H, Gurney. 
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1 5 76 “Shall we forget.” 

Jesus! thy love shall we forget, 
And never bring to mind 

The grace that paid our hopeless debt, 
And bade us pardon find? 


2 Shall we thy life of grief forget, 
Thy fasting and thy prayer; 

Thy locks with mountain vapors wet, 
To save us from despair? 


3 Gethsemane can we forget— 
Thy struggling agony 

When night lay dark on Olivet, 
And none to watch with thee? 


4 Our sorrows and our sins were laid 
On thee, alone on thee; 

Thy precious blood our ransom paid— 
Thine all the glory be! 


5 Life’s brightest joys we may forget—. 
Our kindred cease to love; 
But he who paid our hopeless debt, 


Our constancy shall prove. 
William Mitche?2, 


64 THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 
SERENITY. C. M. 











Arr. fr. W. V. WALLACE. 
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158 The true Test. ‘ 

WE may not climb the heavenly steeps 
To bring the Lord Christ down; 

In vain we search the lowest deeps, 
For him no depths can drown. 


2 But warm, sweet, tender, even yet 
A present help is he; 

And faith has yet its Olivet, 
And love its Galilee. 


3 The healing of the seamless dress 
Is by our beds of pain; 


ARIEL, €. P. M. 





We touch him in life’s throng and press, 
And we are whole again. 


4 Through him the first fond prayers are said 
_ Our lips of childhood frame; 
The last low whispers of our dead 
Are burdened with his name. 


5 O Lord and Master of us all, 
Whate’er our name or sign, 

We own thy sway, we hear thy call, 
We test our lives by thine! 


John G. Whittier. 


LowELL Mason. 
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1 5 9 “He is precious.” 
Ox, could I speak the matchless worth 
Oh, could I sound the glories forth, 
Which in my Saviour shine! 
I’d soar, and touch the heavenly strings, 
And vie with Gabriel while he sings 
In notes almost divine. 


2 I’d sing the precious blood he spilt, 

My ransom from the dreadful guilt 
Of sin and wrath divine! 

T’d sing his glorious righteousness, 

In which all-perfect heavenly dress 
My soul shall ever shine. 
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3 I’d sing the characters he bears, 
And all the forms of love he wears, 
Exalted on his throne: 
In loftiest songs of sweetest praise, 
I would to everlasting days 
Make all his glories known. 


4 Well—the delightful day will come, 
When my dear Lord will bring me home, 
And I shall see his face: 
Then with my Saviour, Brother, Friend, 
A blest eternity I’ll spend, 
Triumphant in his grace. 
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Samuel Medley. 


SUFFERINGS AND DEATH 


GERHARDT. 73s, 6s.. D. J. P. Hotsroox. 
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5 60 At the Cross. 
O sacrED Head, now wounded, 
With grief and shame weighed down, 
Now scornfully surrounded, 
With thorns, thine only crown; 
O sacred Head, what glory, 
“What bliss, till now was thine! 
Yet, though despised and gory, 
I joy to call thee mine. 


2 What thou, my Lord, hast suffered 
Was all for sinners’ gain: 

Mine, mine was the transgression, 
But thine the deadly pain; 


TRUSTING. s7s. 
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Lo, here I fall, my Saviour! 
Tis I deserved thy place; 

Look on me with thy favor, 
Vouchsafe to me thy grace. 


3 What language shall I borrow, 
To thank thee, dearest Friend, 
For this, thy dying sorrow, 
Thy pity without end? 
Lord, make me thine for ever, 
Nor let me faithless prove; 
Oh, let me never, never, 
Abuse such dying love. 


J. W. Alexander, tr. 


Wo. G, FISCHER. 
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I am coming to the cross; I am poor and weak and blind; Ta am counting all but dross; I Sin full salvation find. 


REF.—I am trusting, Lord, in thee, eek Lamb of Cal- sites ; Humbly : ay cross a bow; Save me, pao save me now. 





























1 61 ‘“QCleanseth from all sin.” 

I am coming to the cross; 

I am poor and weak and blind; 

IT am counting all but dross; 

I shall full salvation find. 

Rer.—I am trusting, Lord, in thee, 
Dear Lamb of Calvary; 
Humbly at thy cross I bow; 
Save me, Jesus, save me now. 


2 Long my heart has sighed for thee; 
Long has. evil dwelt within; 
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Jesus sweetly speaks to me, 
I will cleanse you from all sin.—Rer. 


3 Here I give my all to thee,— 
Friends and time and earthly store; 
Soul and body thine to be— 
Wholly thine for ever more.—Rer. 


4 In the promises I trust; 
Now I feel the blood applied; 
I am prostrate in the dust; 


I with Christ am crucified,—Rer. 
W. McDonala. 





MANOAH. C. M. 


THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


Arr. fr. Rossini. 
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The two Looks. 


-162 
I saw One hanging on a tree, 
In agony and blood; 
Who fixed his languid eyes on me, 
As near the cross I stood. 


2 Sure, never, till my latest breath, 
Can I forget that look: 

It seemed to charge me with his death, 
Though not a word he spoke. 


3 Alas! I knew not what I did,— 
But now my tears are vain; 

Where shall my trembling soul be hid, 
For I the Lord have slain! 


4 A second look he gave, that said, 
“T freely all forgive: 

This blood is for thy ransom paid; 
TI die that thou may’st live.” . 


5 Thus while his death my sin displays 
In all its blackest hue, 

Such is the mystery of grace, 
It seals my pardon too! 


John Newton. 


HOLY TRINITY. C. M. 








“O Christ of God!” 
O Jxsus, sweet the tears I shed, 
While at thy cross I kneel, 
» Gaze on thy wounded, fainting head, 
And all thy sorrows feel. 


2 My heart dissolves to see thee bleed, 
This heart so hard before; 

I hear thee for the guilty plead, 
And grief o’erflows the more. 


3 I know this cleansing blood of thine 
Was shed, dear Lord, for me: 

For me, for all,—oh, grace divine!— 
Who look by faith on thee. 


4 O Christ of God, O spotless Lamb, 
By love my soul is drawn; 

Henceforth, for ever, thine I am; 
Here life and peace are born. 


5 In patient hope, the cross I’ll bear, 
Thine arm shall be my stay; 


And thou, enthroned, my soul shalt spare, 


On thy great judgment-day. 


Ray Palmer. 


J. BARNBY. 
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How conde: escending and how kind Was God’s eternal Son! Fe hemes reach’d his heav’nly mind, And pity brought him down. 


























164 

How ConDESCENDING and how kind 
Was God’s eternal Son! 

Our misery reached his heavenly mind, 
And pity brought him down.” 


“He remembers Calvary.” 


2 He sunk beneath our heavy woes, 
To raise us to his throne; 

There’s ne’er a gift his hand bestows, 
But cost his heart a groan. 
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3 This was compassion, like a God, 
That when the Saviour knew 

The price of pardon was his blood, 
His pity ne’er withdrew. 


4 Now, though he reigns exalted high, 
His love is still as great; 
Well he remembers Calvary, 
Nor let his saints forget. 


Isaac Watts, 


SUFFERINGS AND DEATH. 67 


Hucu WILson. 
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And did my Sovereign die? or man, the creature’s sin. . 
Would he devote that sacred head 4 Thus might I hide my blushing face 
For such a worm as I? While his dear cross appears; 


Dissolve my heart in thankfulness, 


2 Was it for crimes that I had done Aga melt my eyes to teard 


He groaned upon the tree? 
Amazing pity! grace unknown! - 5 But drops of grief can ne’er repay 
And love beyond degree! The debt of love I owe; 
Here, Lord, I give myself away, 


3 Well might the sun in darkness hide, Micall iae Reha: 




















And shut his glories in, Isaac Watts. 
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166 Suffered for sin. 

Ou, if my soul were formed for woe, 
How would I vent my sighs! 

Repentance should like rivers flow 4 Yes, my Redeemer— they shall die; 
From both my streaming eyes. My heart has so decreed; 

Nor will I spare the guilty things 
That made my Saviour bleed. 
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Those sins that pierced and nailed his flesh 
Fast to the fatal wood! 


2 "IT was for my sins my dearest Lord 
Hung on the curséd tree, 

And groaned away a dying life 5 While with a melting, broken heart, 
For thee, my soul! for thee. My murdered Lord I view, 


; I’ll raise revenge against my sins, 
3 Oh, how I hate these lusts of mine Wid slay theamurdorces too. 


That crucified my Lord; Isaac Watts. 
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167: Thereis a greenhill far a- way, With-out a cit-y wall, WherethedearLordwas 
2. He died that we might be forgiven,He died to makeus good, That wemight go at 
3. Oh, dear-ly, dear - ly, has he loved,And we must love him too, And trustin his re- 
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cru - ci - fied, Who died to save us = ic may not know,we can - not tell 
last to heaven,Saved by his pre-cious blood. There was no oth -er good e - nough 
= blood,And try his works to do. For there’sa green hill far a - way, 
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What pains he had to bear; But we be-lieve it was for us He hungand suffered there. 
To pay thepriceof sin; He on-ly could un-lock the gate Of heaven,andlet us in. 
With-out a cit - y wall, Wherethe ooh Lord was crucified, Who died to save us all. 
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168 1. In the cross of Christ I glo - ry, Tower-ing o’er the wrecks of time; 
2. Whenthe woes of life o’er-take me, Hopes de - ceive, and fears an - noy, 
3. Whenthesun of bliss is beam-ing Light and love up - on my way, 
4. Bane and bless-ing, pain and pleas-ure, By the cross are sanc- ti - fied; 
5.In the cross of Christ I glo - ry, Tower-ing o’er the wrecks of time ; 
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All the light of sa -credsto - ry, Gath -ers round its head sub - hah 
Nev-er shall the cross for-sake me: Lo! it glows with peace and joy. 
From the cross the’ ra - diance, streaming, Adds more lus -tre_ to the day. 
Peace is there, that knows no meas-ure, Joys thatthroughall time a - bide. 
All the To of be - cred sto - ry, Gath - ers round its head sub/- lime, 
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Sir mat Bowring, LL.D, 
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ae “The wondrous Cross.” Didccr Ripe 1 : t 
WuEeEn I survey the wondrous cross, a : s ieee pay bi 4 aie. eee 9 
On which the Prince of glory died, F : eee eee ed ee alae 
My richest gain I count but loss, 4 His dying crimson, like a robe, 
And pour contempt on all my pride. Spreads o’er his body on the tree; 
2 Forbid it, Lord! that I should boast, ae aie od oe oe io Ese 
Save in the death of Christ, my God; Pee OS aor Ce : 
All the vain things that charm me most 5 Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
T sacrifice them to his blood. _ That were a present far too small; 
3 See, from his head, his hands, his feet, ee ea eee cf age < 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down; Se ae ce Gee 
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No mortal wot s can measure The rae thou didst take, Ac - cepting ae as pleasure, All for my sinful sake. 


| | See, 
EA erred ree rei Seer 


1 TO “Man of Sorrows.” ; ' ai. 
O Jusus, “Man of Sorrows,” FEarth’s hatred and affliction 


Solo don.of. God, ghe-King! In patience thou didst bear, 
a Returning benediction 
What language shall I borrow For ee ne er tee 
Thy boundless love to sing? ae | SAL 























No mortal words can measure 3 Had ever love such proving! 
The burdens thou didst take, Was ever love so priced! 
Accepting pain as pleasure, Ah, what is all my loving : 
All for my sinful sake, Compared with thine, O Christ! 
2 By thine own kin neglected— mis scarcely worth the gaining— 
By trusted ones denied— This paltry heart of mine; 
' Z And yet for its obtaining 
By bitter foes rejected, Th id’st ‘oscil: 
Thorn-crowned, and crucified Eee Oe CIVAe. 


George S. Dwight. 
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THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


J. Harton. 
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And strains of no - bler praise a - bove. 
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1 ral The atoning Priest. 

Now ro the Lord, who makes us know 
The wonders of his dying love, 

Be humble honors paid below, 
And strains of nobler praise above. 


2 ’I was he who cleansed our foulest sins, 
And washed us in his precious blood; 

*Tis he who makes us priests and kings, 
And brings us rebels near to God. 


3 To Jesus, our atoning Priest, 
To Jesus, our eternal King, 

Be everlasting power confessed! 
Let every tongue his glory sing. 


4 Behold! on flying clouds he comes, 
And every eye shall see him move; 


Though with our sins we pierced him once, 


He now displays his pardoning love. 


5 The unbelieving world shall wail, 
While we rejoice to see the day; 

Come, Lord! nor let thy promise fail, 
Nor let thy chariot long delay. 


1 Ds “The Song of Songs.” 

Comm, let us sing the song of songs, — 
The saints in heaven began the strain— 

The homage which to Christ belongs: 
‘*Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain!” 


Isaac Watts, 


2 Slain to redeem us by his blood, 
To cleanse from every sinful stain, 
Axd make us kings and priests to God— 
‘“ Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain!” 


ett > af 
ga see foe ieee: 
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3 To him, enthroned by filial right, 

All power in heaven and earth proclaim, 
Honor, and majesty, and might: 

“Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain!” 


Long as we live, and when we die, 

And while in heaven with him we reign: 
This song, our song of songs shall be: 

‘‘ Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain!” 

James Montgomery. 

1 73 “King, Creator, Lord.” 
O Curist! our King, Creator, Lord! 
Saviour of all who trust thy word! 
To them who seek thee ever near, 
Now to our praises bend thine ear. 


2 In thy dear cross a grace is found,— 

It flows from every streaming wound,— 
Whose power our inbred sin controls, 
Breaks the firm bond, and frees our souls. 


3 Thou didst create the stars of night; 
Yet thou hast vailed in flesh thy light, 
Hast deigned a mortal form to wear, 
A mortal’s painful lot to bear. 


4 When thou didst hang upon the tree, 

The quaking earth acknowledged thee; 
When thou didst there yield up thy breath, 
The world grew dark as shades of death. 


5 Now in the Father’s glory high, 
Great Conqueror! never more to die, 
Us by thy mighty power defend, 


And reign through ages without end. 
Ray Palmer, te 


RESURRECTION AND REIGN, 


ROTHWELL. L. M 








73 
, Arr. by L. Mason. 
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He lives! the great Re-deem-er lives! Whatjoy the blest as - sur-ance gives! And now, be 
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174 
He lives! the great Redeemer lives! 
What joy the blest assurance gives! 
And now, before his Father, God, 

Pleads the full merits of his blood. 


Christ, our Advocate. 


2 Repeated crimes awake our fears, 
And justice armed with frowns appears; 
But in the Saviour’s lovely face 

Sweet merc# smiles, and all is peace. 


3 In every dark, distressful hour, 
When sin and Satan join their power, 
Let this dear hope repel the dart, 
That Jesus bears us on his heart. 


4 Great Advocate, almighty Friend! 
On him our humble hopes depend, 
hi cause can never, never fail, 

For Jesus pleads, and must prevail. 


1 Td ‘Behold the Way!” 

Jusus, my All, to heaven is gone, 
He whom I fix my hopes upon; 

- His track I see, and I’ll pursue 
The narrow way till him I view. 


Anne Steele, 


2 The way the holy prophets went, 
The road that leads from banishment, 
The King’s highway of holiness, 

I’ll go for all his paths are peace. 


3 This is the way I long had sought, 
And mourned because I found it not; 
My grief, my burden, long had been 
Because I could not cease Caron sin. 





4 The more I strove against its power, 
I sinned and stumbled but the more; 
Till late I heard my Saviour say, 
“Come hither, soul, I am the Way!” 


5 Lo! glad I come; and thou, dear Lamb, 
Shalt take me to thee as I am, 

Nothing but sin I thee can give; 

Nothing but love shall I receive. 


6 Then will I tell; to sinners round, 
What a dear Saviour I have found; 
I'll point to thy redeeming blood, 
And say, ‘‘ Behold the way to God!” 


John Cennick. 


176 
Now To the power of God supreme 
Be everlasting honors given; 
He saves from hell,—vwe bless his namé,— 
He guides our wandering feet to heaven. 


Atonement made. 


2 "T'was his own purpose that began 
To rescue rebels doomed to die: 
He gaye us grace in Christ, his Son, 
Before he spread the starry sky. 


3 Jesus, the Lord, appears at last, 

And makes his Father’s counsels known; 
Declares the great transactions past, 

And brings immortal blessings down. 


4 He dies; and in that dreadful night 
Doth all the powers of hell destroy; 

Rising, he brings our heayen to light, 
And takes possession of the joy. 


Isaac Watts. 


of his blood. 
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WE RESURRECTION AND REIGN. 


HARWELL. 8s, 7s. D. 


LoweEL.t Mason. 
































Je - susreigns, and heavenrejoices; Je - susreigns, the God oflove: 
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§ Hark! tenthousand harps and voices Soundthenote ofpraise above; } See,hesitson yonderthrone; 
See,hesits 
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Je-sus rules the world a-lone. 
Jesus rules the world a-lone. 


Hal-le - lu-jah, Hal le - lu-jah, Hal-le- lu - jah! A - men. 
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177 
Hark! ten thousand harps and voices 
Sound the note of praise above; 
Jesus reigns, and heaven rejoices; 
Jesus reigns, the God of love: 
-See, he sits on yonder throne; 
Jesus rules the world alone. 


“Jesus reigns.” 


2 King of glory! reign for ever— 
Thine an everlasting crown; 
Nothing, from thy love, shall sever 
Those whom thou hast made thine own ;— 
Happy objects of thy grace, 
Destined to behold thy face. 


3 Saviour! hasten thine appearing; 
Bring, oh, bring the glorious day, 
When, the awful summons hearing, 
Heaven and earth shall pass away ;— 
Then, with golden harps, we’ll sing, — 
“Glory, glory to our King!”’ 


178 We live in Him. 
Szxn, the Conqueror mounts in triumph! 
See the King in royal state, 
Riding on the clouds, his chariot, 
To his heavenly palace gate! 
Hark! the choirs of angel voices 
Joyful hallelujahs sing, 
And the portals high are lifted 
To receive their heavenly King. 


Thomas Kelly, 


2 Who is this that comes in glory, 
With the trump of jubilee? 


Lord of battles, God of armies, 
He has gained the victory; 

He, who on the cross did suffer, 
He, who from the graye arose, 
He has vanquished sin and Satan, 

He by death has spoiled his foes. 


3 Thou hast raised our human nature, 
On the clouds to God’s right hand; 
There we sit in heavenly places, 
There with thee in glory stand; 
Jesus reigns, adored by angels; 
Man with God is on the throne; 
Mighty Lord! in thine ascension, 
We by faith behold our own. 


4 Lift us up from earth to heaven, 
Give us wings of faith and love, 
Gales of holy aspirations, 
Wafting us to realms aboye; 
That, with hearts and minds uplifted, 
We with Christ our Lord may dwell, 
Where he sits enthroned in glory, 
In the heayenly citadel. 


5 So at last, when he appeareth, 
We from out our graves may spring, 
With our youth renewed like eagles’, 
Flocking round our heavenly King, 
Caught up on the clouds of heaven, 
And may meet him in the air— 
Rise to realms where he is reigning, 


And may reign for ever there. 
C, Wordsworth, 


AUTUMN. 83, 7s. D. 


aes in 


RESURRECTION AND REIGN. 73 


Arr. by G, F. Roor. 
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Mighty God! whileangels blessthee,May a mortal lisp thy name ? Lord of men, aswell as an-gels! 


b. s.—Sounded thro’ the wide creation— 
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Thouart every creature’s theme: Lordof ev - ’ry landandnation! Ancient of 


Be thy justand awful praise. 
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£79 Christ is God. 
Mieuty God! while angels bless thee, 
May a mortal lisp thy name? 
Lord of men, as well as angels! 
Thou art every creature’s theme: 
Lord of every land and nation! 
Ancient of eternal days! 
Sounded through the wide creation— 
Be thy just and awful praise. 


2 For the grandeur of thy nature,— 
Grand, beyond a seraph’s thought; 
For the wonders of creation, 
Works with skill and kindness wrought; 
For thy providence, that governs 
Through thine empire’s wide domain, 
Wings an angel, guides a sparrow ;— 
Blesséd be thy gentle reign. 


3 For thy rich, thy free redemption, 
Bright, though vailed in darkness long, 
Thought is poor, and poor expression; 
Who can sing that wondrous song? 
Brightness of the Father’s glory! 
Shall thy praise unuttered lie? 
Break, my tongue! such guilty silence, 
Sing the Lord who came to die:— 


4 From the highest throne of glory, 
To the cross of deepest woe, 

Came to ransom guilty captives!— 
Flow, my praise! for ever flow: 


Re-ascend, immortal Saviour! 

Leave thy footstool, take thy throne; 
Thence return and reign for ever;— 

Be the kingdom all thine own! 


Robert Robinson. 
1 80 “To, Jehovah!” 
Crown his head with endless blessing, 
Who, in God the Father’s name, 
With compassions never ceasing, 
Comes salvation to proclaim. 
Hail, ye saints, who know his favor, 
Who within his gates are found; 
Hail, ye saints, the exalted Saviour, 
Let his courts with praise resound. 


2 Lo, Jehovah, we adore thee; 

Thee our Saviour! thee our God! 
From his throne his beams of glory 

Shine through all the world abroad. 
In his word his light arises, 

Brightest beams of truth and grace; 
Bind, oh, bind your sacrifices, 

In his courts your offerings place. 


3 Jesus, thee our Saviour hailing, 
Thee our God in praise we own; 
Highest honors, never failing, 
Rise eternal round thy throne; 
Now, ye saints, his power confessing, 
In your grateful strains adore; 
For his merey, never ceasing, 


Flows, and flows for evermore. 
William Goode, 


74 THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 
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181 Ohrist in Heaven. 

Cunrist, above all glory seated! 
King eternal, strong to save! 

To thee, Death, by death defeated, 4 We, O Lord! with hearts adoring, 
Triumph high and glory gave. Follow thee above the sky: 

Hear our prayers thy grace imploring, 
Lift our souls to thee on high. 


While the depths of hell before thee, 
Trembling and defeated bow. 


2 Thou art gone where now is given 
What no mortal might could gain, 
On the eternal throne of heaven, 5 So when thou again in glory 
In thy Father’s power to reign. On the clouds of heaven shalt shine, 
We thy flock shall stand before thee, 


3 There thy kingdoms all adore thee, Owned for evermore as thine. 






















































Heaven above and earth below, J. R. Woodford, tr. 
AZMON. C. M. | : ; : Arr. = L. Mason. 
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And blessings more than we can give, 


Cong, let us join our cheerful songs ; 3 
: J 2 Be, Lord, for ever thine! 


With angels round the throne; 
Ten thousand thousand are their tongues, 4 Let all that dwell above the sky, 
But all their joys are one. And air, and earth, and seas, 
2 ‘Worthy the Lamb that died,” they ery, sires een on ee 
HANGS, exalbedthiea? nd spea ine endless praise. 
‘*Worthy the Lamb!” our lips reply, 5 The whole creation join in one 
‘‘For he was slain for us,” To bless the sacred name 


Of him who sits upon the throne, 


3 Jesus is worthy to receive E 
ee nd to adore the Lamb! 
Honor and power divine; Tsaac Watts, 


EXALTATION AND OFFICES. 75 


O. HoLpeEn. 
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CORONATION. C. M, 
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183 “Tord of all.” : 


4 Sinners, whose love can ne’er forget 
The wormwood and the gall; 
Go, spread your trophies at his feet, 


Aut hail the power of Jesus’ name! 
Let angels prostrate fall; 
Bring forth the royal diadem, 


And crown him Lord of all. And crown him Lord of all. 
2 Crown him, ye martyrs of our God, ot Sait! Eiadre dgcr eres 
‘ : On this terrestrial ball 
Who from his altar call; To hi Ul son ib 
Extol the stem of Jesse’s rod, Sate Ri cas rete dae 


And crown him Lord of all. 


6 Oh, that with yonder sacred throng, 
We at his feet may fall; 

We’ll join the everlasting song 
And crown him Lord of all. 


Richard Perronet. 


And crown him Lord of all. 


3 Ye chosen seed of Israel’s race, 
Ye ransomed from the fall; 

Hail him, who saves you by his grace, 
And crown him Lord of all. 
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1 84 “King of kings.” 


While the vault of heaven rings: 
Crown him, crown him; 
Crown the Saviour ‘‘ King of kings.” 


Look, ye saints, the sight is glorious, 
See the Man of Sorrows now: 
From the fight returned victorious, 


Eyery knee to him shall bow: 3 Hark, those bursts of acclamation! 
Crown him, crown him! Hark, those loud triumphant chords! 
Crowns become the Victor’s brow. Jesus takes the highest station; 


: 2 Oh, what joy the sight affords: 
2 Orown the Saviour, angels, crown him; es : 
Crown him, crown him; 


Rich the trophies Jesus brings; o 
Tn the seat of power enthrone him; a of lords,” ‘Kelly, 


76 THE LORD JESUS: CHRIST, 
MERIBAH. C., P. M. LoweELi Mason. 
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185 The Tribunal. 
Wuen thou, my righteous Judge, shalt come 3 O Lord, prevent it by thy grace, 
To take thy ransomed people home, Be thou my only hiding-place, 
Shall I among them stand? In this the accepted day; 
Shall such a worthless worm as I, Thy pardoning voice, oh, let me hear, 
Who sometimes am afraid to die, To still my unbelieving fear, 
Be found at thy right hand? Nor let me fall, I pray. 


2 I love to meet thy people now, 

Before thy feet with them to bow, 
Though vilest of them all; 

But, can I bear the piercing thought, 

What if my name should be left out, 


4 Among thy saints let me be found, 
Whene’er the archangel’s trumpshall sound, 
To see thy smiling face; 
Then loudest of the throng I’ll sing, 
. While heaven’s resounding mansions ring 


When thou for them shalt call? 


With shouts of sovereign grace. 
Lady Huntington. 





186 75,68. D. Isaiah 52: 1. 
AWAKE, awake, O Zion, 
Put on thy strength divine, 
Thy garments bright in beauty, 
The bridal dress be thine: 
_ Jerusalem the holy, 
To purity restored; 
Meek Bride all fair and lowly, 
Go forth to meet thy Lord. 


2 From henceforth pure and spotless, 
All glorious within, 
Prepared to meet the Bridegroom, 
And cleansed from every sin; 
With love and wonder smitten, 
And bowed in guileless shame, 
Upon thy heart be written 
The new mysterious name. 


3 The Lamb who bore our sorrows, 
Comes down to earth again; 
No sufferer now, but victor, 
For evermore to reign: 
To reign in every nation, 
To rule in every zone, 
Oh, world-wide coronation, 
In every heart a throne. 


4 Awake, awake, O Zion,. 
Thy bridal day draws nigh, 
The day of signs and wonders, 
And marvels from on high. 


-The sun uprises slowly, 


But keep thy watch and ward: 
Fair Bride, all pure and lowly, 
Go forth to meet thy Lord. 


Benjamin Gough, 


COMING AGAIN. 7 
CHENIES. 7s, 6s. D. T. R. Marruews. 
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3 | SJ ‘Your lamps trimmed.” 188 The Lamb's Bridal. 
REJOICE, rejoice, believers! THe marriage feast is ready, 
And let your lights appear; The marriage of the Lamb, 
The shades of eve are thickening, He calls the faithful children 
And darker night is near; Of faithful Abraham: 
The Bridegroom is advancing; Now from the golden portals 
Each hour he draws more nigh; The sounds of triumph ring; 
Up! watch and pray, nor slumber; The triumph of the Victor, 
At midnight comes the ery. The marriage of the King. 
2 See that your lamps are burning, 2 Nor sigh nor sorrow enter 
Your vessels filled with oil; Where Jesus leads them in; 
Wait calmly your deliverance Nor death may cross the threshold, 
From earthly pain and toil; ° Nor pain, nor fear, nor sin: 
The watchers on the mountains Now shades of night and darkness 
Proclaim the Bridegroom near; Are past and fled away, 
Go, meet him, as he cometh, Before the radiant brightness 
With hallelujahs clear. Of everlasting day. 
3 Our hope and expectation, 3 No tear-drops stain that threshold, 
O Jesus, now appear! No weeping eyes are there; 
Arise, thou sun so looked-for, For God hath wiped all tear-drops, 
O’er this benighted sphere! And God hath stilled all care: 
With hearts and hands uplifted, The sunlight of the Presence, 
We plead, O Lord, to see The bright Shechinah-flame, 
The day of our redemption, Lights up the bridal banquet 
And ever be with thee Of God and of the Lamb. 


Jane Borthwick, tr. Gerard Moultrie, 


78 THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 


FORMOSA. 8s, 7s. D. 
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1 8 9 The Judgment. 
Hz is coming, he is coming, 
Not as once he came before, 
Wailing infant, born in weakness 
On a lowly stable floor: 
But upon his cloud of glory, 
In the crimson-tinted sky, 
Where we see the golden sunrise 
In the rosy distance lie. 


2 Heis coming, he is coming, 
Not in pain, and shame, and woe, 
With the thorn-crown on his forehead, 
And the blood-drops trickling slow; 
But with diadem upon him, 
And the sceptre in his hand, 
And the dead all ranged before him, 


Raised from death, hell, sea, and land. 


3 He is coming, he is coming, 
Not as once he wandered through 
All the hostile land of Judah, 
With his followers poor and few: 
But with all the holy angels 
Waiting round his judgment-seat, 
And the chosen twelve apostles 
Sitting crownéd at his feet. 


ia eoles eeias Be piers 0 t= Sonthe2 fs ° 
SSeS ieee 


1 


4 He is coming, he is coming; 
Let his lowly first estate, 
And his tender love, so teach us 
That in faith and hope we wait, 
Till in glory eastward burning, 
Our redemption draweth near; 
And we see the sign in heaven 
Of our Judge and Saviour dear. 
Mrs. C. F. Alexander. 
1 90 “ Desire of the Nations.” 
Comm, thou long-expected Jesus, 
Born to set thy people free; 
From our fears and sins release us, 
Let us find our rest in thee: 
Israel’s Strength and Consolation, 
Hope of all the saints thou art; 
Dear Desire of every nation, 
Joy of every longing heart. 


2 Born, thy people to deliver; 

Born a child, and yet a King; 
Born to reign in us for ever, 

Now thy precious kingdom bring: 
By thine own eternal Spirit, 

Rule in all our hearts alone; 
By thine all-sufficient merit, 


Raise us to thy glorious throne. 
Charles Wesley, 


COMING AGAIN. 
Arr. by J. Zunpet. 
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1 9 1 The Prince of Peace. 

Licut of those whose dreary dwelling 
Borders on the shades of death! 

Rise on us, thy love revealing, 
Dissipate the clouds beneath: 

Thou of heaven and earth Creator, 
In our deepest darkness rise,— 

Scattering all the night of nature, 
Pouring day upon our eyes. 


2 Still we wait for thine appearing; 
Life and joy thy beams impart, 
Chasing all our fears, and cheering 
Every poor benighted heart: 
Come and manifest thy favor 
To the ransomed, helpless race; 
Come, thou glorious God and Saviour! 
Come, and bring the gospel grace. 


3 Save us, in thy great compassion, 
O thou mild, pacitic Prince! 
Give the knowledge of salvation, 
Give the pardon of our sins; 
By thine all-sufficient merit, 
Every burdened soul release; 
Every weary, wandering spirit, 
Guide into thy perfect peace. 


Charles Wesley, 


1 92 ‘* Glorious things.” 

Guortous things of thee are spoken, 
Zion, city of our God! 

He, whose word cannot be broken, 
Formed thee for his own abode: 

On the Rock of Ages founded, 
What can shake thy sure repose? 

With salvation’s walls surrounded, 
Thou may’st smile at all thy foes. 


2 See! the streams of living waters, 
Springing from eternal love, 

Well supply thy sons and daughters, 
And all fear of want remove: 
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Who can faint, while such a river 
Eyer flows their thirst to assuage ?— 
Grace, which, like the Lord, the Giver, 
Never fails from age to age. 


3 Round each habitation hovering, 
See the cloud and fire appear 
For a glory and a covering, 
Showing that the Lord is near! 
Thus deriving from their banner, 
Light by night, and shade by day, 
Safe they feed upon the manna 
Which he gives them when they pray. 


John Newton. 


1 93 The covenant. 
Hear what God the Lord hath spoken; 
O my people, faint and few, 
Comfortless, afflicted, broken, 
Fair abodes I build for you; 
Scenes of heartfelt tribulation 
Shall no more perplex your ways; 
You shall name your walls ‘‘ Salvation,” 
And your gates shall all be ‘‘ Praise,” 


2 There, like streams that feed the garden, 
Pleasures without end shall flow; 
For the Lord, your faith rewarding, 
All his bounty shall bestow. 
Still in undisturbed possession 
Peace and righteousness shall reign; 
Never shall you feel oppression, 
Hear the voice of war again. 


3 Ye, no more your suns descending, 
Waning moon no more shall see, 

But, your griefs for ever ending, 
Find eternal noon in me. 

God shall rise, and shining o’er you, 
Change to day the gloom of night; 

He, the Lord, shall be your Glory, 
God, your everlasting Light. 


William Cowper. 


“80 THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 
f WESLEY. 7s. 
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194 Isaiah 21: 11. 
Wartcumay, tell us of the night, Glory to the Eternal One, 
What its signs of promise are. Glory to his only Son, 
Traveler, o’er yon mountain’s height, Glory to the Spirit be 
See that glory-beaming star! Now, and through eternity. 
Anon. 


Watchman, does its beauteous ray 
Aught of joy or hope foretell? 

Traveler, yes: it brings the day, 
Promised day of Israel. 


2 Watchman, tell us of the night: 

Higher yet that star ascends. 
Traveler, blessedness and light, 

Peace and truth, its course portends. 
Watchman, will its beams alone 

Gild the spot that gave them birth? 
Traveler, ages are its own; 

See! it bursts o’er all the earth! 


3 Watchman, tell us of the night, 
For the morning seems to dawn. 

Traveler, darkness takes its flight, 
Doubt and terror are withdrawn. 

Watchman, let thy wanderings cease; 
Hie thee to thy quiet home. 

Traveler, lo! the Prince of Peace, 
Lo! the Son of God is come! 


John Bowring, 


195 
Praise our glorious King and Lord, 
Angels waiting on his word, 

Saints that walk with him in white, 
Pilgrims walking in his light: 


Doxology. 


1 96 “The Lord God reigneth.” 
Harx! the song of jubilee, 

Loud as mighty thunders roar, 
Or the fullness of the sea, 

When it breaks upon the shore! 
Hallelujah! for the Lord 

God omnipotent shall reign! 
Hallelujah! let the word 

Echo round the earth and main. 


2 Hallelujah! hark, the sound, 
From the depths unto the skies, 
Wakes above, beneath, around, 
All creation’s harmonies! 
See Jehovah’s banners furled! 
Sheathed his sword! hespeaks—’tis done! 
And the kingdoms of this world 
Are the kingdoms of his Son! 


3 He shall reign from pole to pole, 
With illimitable sway; 
He shall reign, when like a scroll 
Yonder heavens have passed away. 
Then the end; beneath his rod 
Man’s last enemy shall fall: 
Hallelujah! Christ in God, 
God in Christ, is all in all! 


James Montgomery, 


COMING AGAIN. 81 


ST. BRIDE. S. M. 
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197 ‘Come, Lord Jesus.” 
Come, Lord, and tarry not! 
Bring the long-looked-for day; 
Oh, why these years of waiting here, 
These ages of delay? 


2 Come, for thy saints still wait; 
Daily ascends their sigh; 

The Spirit and the Bride say, Come! 
Dost thou not hear the cry? 


3 Come, for creation groans, 
Impatient of thy stay, 

Worn out with these long years of ill, 
These ages of delay. 


4 Come, and make all things new, 
Build up this ruined earth, 

Restore our faded paradise, — 
Creation’s second birth. 


5 Come, and begin thy reign 
Of everlasting peace; 

Come, take the kingdom to thyself, 
Great King of Righteousness! 


Horatius Bonar, 


DOVER. S. M. 
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198 The hidden Life. 


Ovr life is hid with Christ, 
With Christ in God above; 
Upward our heart would go to him, 
Whom, seeing not, we love. 


2 When he who is our life 
Appears, to take the throne, 

We too shall be revealed, and shine 
In glory like his own. 


3 He liveth, and we live! 
His life for us prevails; 

His fullness fills our mighty void, 
His strength for us avails. 


4 Life worketh in us now, 
Life is for us in store; 

So death is swallowed up of life; 
We live for evermore. 


5 Like him we then shall be, 
Transformed and glorified; 

For we shall see him as he is, 
And in his light abide. 


Horatinus Bonar. 
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199 The final Judgment. 

Anp will the Judge descend, 
And must the dead arise, 
And not a single soul escape 
His all-discerning eyes? 


2 How will my heart endure 
The terrors of that day, 

When earth and heaven before his face 
Astonished shrink away? 
GP 
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3 But, ere the trumpet shakes 
The mansions of the dead, 

Hark, from the Gospel’s cheering sound 
What joyful tidings spread! 


4 Ye sinners! seek his grace 
Whose wrath ye cannot bear; 

Fly to the shelter of his cross, 
And find salvation there. 


Philip Doddrtdge. 


82 THE HOLY SPIRIT. 


WIMBORNE. L. M. 








J. WHITAKER. 
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2OO ‘Inward Teachings.” 

ETERNAL Spirit, we confess 

And sing the wonders of thy grace: 
Thy power conveys our blessings down 
From God the Father and the Son. 


2 Enlightened by thy heavenly ray, 
Our shades and darkness turn to day; 
Thine inward teachings make us know 
Our danger and our refuge too. 


3 Thy power and glory work within, 
And break the chains of reigning sin; 
All our imperious lusts subdue, 

And form our wretched hearts anew. 


Isaac Watts. 


QO “Veni, Creator!” 

Comes, O Creator Spirit blest! 

And in our souls take up thy rest; 
Come, with thy grace, and heavenly aid, 
To fill the hearts which thou hast made. 


2 Great Comforter! to thee we cry; 
O highest gift of God most high! 

- O fount of life! O fire of love! 
Send sweet anointing from above! 


3 Kindle our senses from above, 

And make our hearts o’erflow with love; 
With patience firm, and virtue high, 
The weakness of our flesh supply. 


4 Far from us drive the foe we dread, 
And grant us thy true peace instead; 
So shall we not, with thee for guide, 
Turn from the path of life aside. 


Edward Caswall, tr. 


202 “‘ The book unfold.” 
Come, blesséd Spirit! source of light! 
Whose power and grace are unconfined, 
Dispel the gloomy shades of night— 
The thicker darkness of the mind. 


2 To mine illumined eyes, display 

The glorious truths thy word reveals; 
Cause me to run the heavenly way, 

Thy book unfold, and loose the seals. 


3 Thine inward teachings make me know 
The mysteries of redeeming love, 

The vanity of things below, 
And excellence of things above. 


4 While through this dubious maze I stray, 
Spread, like the sun, thy beams abroad, 
To show the dangers of the way, 
And guide my feeble steps to God. 
Benjamin Beddome. 
"208 Spirit of grace. 
Come, sacred Spirit, from above, 
And fill the coldest heart with love: 
Oh, turn to flesh the flinty stone, 
And let thy sovereign power be known. 


2 Speak thou, and from the haughtiest eyes 
Shall floods of contrite sorrow rise; 

While all their glowing souls are borne 

To seek that grace which now they scorn. 


3 Oh, let a holy flock await 
In crowds around thy temple-gate! 
Each pressing on with zeal to be 


A living sacrifice to thee. 
Philip Doddridge. 
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i All-divine. 

Hoty Guost! with light divine, 
Shine upon this heart of mine; 
Chase the shades of night away, 
Turn my darkness into day. 


2 Holy Ghost! with power divine, 
Cleanse this guilty heart of mine; 
Long hath sin, without control, 
Held dominion o’er my soul. 


3 Holy Ghost! with joy divine, 
Cheer this saddened heart of mine; 
Bid my many woes depart, 

Heal my wounded, bleeding heart. 


4 Holy Spirit! all divine, 
Dwell within this heart of mine; 
Cast down eyery idol-throne, 
Reign supreme—and reign alone. 
Andrew Reed. 

205 “The things of Christ.” 
Houy Sprrit! gently come, 

Raise us from our fallen state; 
Fix thy everlasting home 

In the hearts thou didst create. 


2 Now thy quickening influence bring, 
On our spirits sweetly move; 

Open every mouth to sing 
Jesus’ everlasting love. 


3 Take the things of Christ, and show 
What our Lord for us hath done; 

May we God the Father know 
Through his well belovéd Son. 


William Hammond. 
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206 ~ The Gifts bestowed. 

Houy Sprit, in my breast 

Grant that lively faith may rest, 


And subdue each rebel thought 
To believe what thou hast taught. 


2 Faith, and hope, and charity, 
Comforter, descend from thee; 
Thou the anointing Spirit art, 
These thy gifts to us impart;— 


3 Till our faith be lost in sight, 
Hope be swallowed in delight, 

Love return to dwell with thee, 
In the threefold Deity! 


207% “* Keep me, Lord!” 
Gractous Spirit, Love divine! 
Let thy light within me shine; 
All my guilty fears remove, 
Fill me with thy heavenly love. 


Richard Mant. 


2 Speak thy pardoning grace to me, 
Set the burdened sinner free; 

Lead me to the Lamb of God; 
Wash me in his precious blood. 


3 Life and peace to me impart, 
Seal salvation on my heart; 
Breathe thyself into my breast,— 
Earnest of immortal rest. 


4 Let me never from thee stray, 
Keep me in the narrow way; 
Fill my soul with joy divine, 


Keep me, Lord! for ever thine. 
John Stocker, 
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Come, Holy Ghost! in love, 3 Exalt our low desires; 
Shed on us, from above, Extinguish passion’s fires; 
Thine own bright ray: Heal every wound; 
Divinely good thou art; Our stubborn spirits bend; 
Thy sacred gifts impart, Our icy coldness end; 
To gladden each sad heart; Our devious steps attend, 
Oh, come to-day! While heavenward bound. 
2 Come, Light serene! and still, 4 Come, all the faithful bless; 
Our inmost bosoms fill; Let all, who Christ confess, 
Dwell in each breast: His praise employ: 
We know no dawn but thine; Give virtue’s rich reward; 
Send forth thy beams divine, Victorious death accord, 
On our dark souls to shine, And, with our glorious Lord, 
And make us blest. Eternal joy! 
Ray Palmer, tr. 
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209 “Thy wondrous way.” 
Lzr thy wondrous way be known, 3 Let the nations join to sing, 
And let every nation own And let hallelujahs ring 

Thou art God, and thou alone: a To the righteous Judge and King: 
Spirit, hear our prayer. Spirit, hear our prayer. 

2 Let each one thy glorious name 4 Then shall blessings from thy hand 

Magnify, and spread thy fame, Fall in showers upon thy land, 

And thy love let all proclaim: And the world in rapture stand: 
Spirit, hear our prayer, Spirit, hear our prayer. 


A. Jacks0tte 
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Gracious Spir-it, Ho-ly Ghost, Taught by thee, we covet most Of thy gifts at Pen-te-cost, Ho-ly, heavenly love. 































































2 1 a Heavenly Love. 
Gracious Spirit, Holy Ghost, Love will ever with us stay: 
Taught by thee, we covet most Give us heavenly love. 

Of thy gifts at Pentecost, 


Holy, henweuke love 5 Faith will vanish into sight; 


Hope be emptied in delight; 

2 Faith, that mountains could remove, - Love in heaven will shine more bright: 
Tongues of earth or heaven above, Give us heavenly love. 
Knowledge—all things—empty prove, 


Without heavenly love, 6 Faith and hope and love we see 


Joining hand in hand agree; 
3 Love is kind, and suffers long; But the greatest of the three, 
Love is meek, and thinks no wrong; And the best, is love. 

Love, than death itself more strong: 


Give us heavenly love. 7 From the overshadowing 


Of thy gold and silver wing, 
4 Prophecy will fade away, Shed on us, who to thee sing, 
Melting in the light of day; Holy, heavenly love. 


C. Wordsworth. 
TREVES. 73, 5s. oe by H. J. GAuNTLETT. 
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2 1 1 «Com iforter Divine !”’ 


Houy Ghost, the Infinite! 4 In us, for us, intercede, 
Shine upon our nature’s night And with voiceless groanings, plead 
With thy blesséd inward light, Our unutterable need, 
Comforter Divine! Comforter Divine! 
2 Weare sinful: cleanse us, Lord; 5 Inus ‘‘ Abba, Father,” cry,— 
We are faint: thy strength afford; Earnest of our bliss on high, 
Lost,—until by thee restored, Seal of immortality,— 
Comforter Divine! Comforter Divine! 
3 Like the dew, thy peace distill; 6 Search for us the depths of God; 
Guide, subdue our wayward will, Bear us up the starry road, 
Things of Christ unfolding still, To the height of thine abode, 
Comforter Divine! Comforter Divine! 


George RaWwsom. 
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aL The Light. 

Lorp, bid thy light arise 
On all thy people here, 

And when we raise our longing eyes, 
Oh, may we find thee near! 


2 Thy Holy Spirit send, 
To quicken every soul; 

And hearts, the most rebellious, bend 
To thy divine control. 


3 Let all that own thy name 
Thy sacred image bear, 

And light in every heart the flame 
Of watchfulness and prayer. 


4 Since in thy love we see 
Our only sure relief, 

Oh, raise our earthly minds to thee, 
And help our unbelief. 


W. HH, Bathurst. 


2 1 34 Teaching Truth. 

Comg, Spirit, source of light, 
Thy grace is unconfined; 

Dispel the gloomy shades of night, 
The darkness of the mind, 


2 Now to our eyes display 
The truth thy words reveal; 
Cause us to run the heavenly way, 
Delighting in thy will. 


3 Thy teachings make us know 
The mysteries of thy love, 

The vanity of things below, 
The joy of things above. 


4 While through this maze we stray, 
Oh, spread thy beams abroad; 

Disclose the dangers of the way, 
And guide our steps to God. 


B. Beddome, alt. 
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Faruer! whate’er of earthly bliss 
Thy sovereign will denies, 

Accepted at thy throne of grace, 
Let this petition rise:— 


2 ‘Give me a calm, a thankful heart, 
From every murmur free; 

The blessings of thy grace impart, 
And make me live to thee. 


3 ‘‘Let the sweet hope that thou art mine 
My life and death attend; 
Thy presence through my journey shine, 


And crown my journey’s end.” 
Anne Steele, 
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Comer, Holy Ghost, my soul inspire; 

This one great gift impart— 
What most I need, and most desire, 

An humble, holy heart. 


aes in grace. 


2 Bear witness I am born again, 
My many sins forgiven: 

Nor let a gloomy doubt remain 
To cloud my hope of heaven. 


3 More of myself grant I may know, 
From sin’s deceit be free; 
In all the Christian graces grow, 


And live alone to thee, 
Asahel Nettleton. 
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2s 1 6 Giver of Grace. 
Come, Holy Spirit, come! 
Let thy bright beams arise; 
Dispel the sorrow from our minds, 
The darkness from our eyes. 


2 Convince us of our sin; 
Then lead to Jesus’ blood, 

And to our wondering view reveal 
The mercies of our God. 


3 Revive our drooping faith, 
Our doubts and fears remove, 


And kindle in our breasts the flame 
Of never-dying love. 


4 ’Tis thine to cleanse the heart, 
To sanctify the soul, 

To pour fresh life in every part, 
And new-create the whole, 


5 Come, Holy Spirit, come; 
Our minds from bondage free; 

Then shall we know, and praise, and love, 
The Father, Son, and thee. 


Joseph Hart, 
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Ds 1 ve “The Spirit searcheth.” 

Spratt of the Only Wise, 

Thou in whom all knowledge lies, 

Reading all with searching eyes— . 
Hear us, Holy Spirit. 


2 Comforter, to whom we owe 

All that we rejoice to know 

Of our Saviour’s work below, 
Hear us, Holy Spirit. 


3 Spirit, whom our failings grieve, 
Whom the world will not receive, 


Who dost help us to believe, 
Hear us, Holy Spirit. 


4 Spirit, guarding us from ill, 

Bend aright our stubborn will; 

Though we grieve thee, patient still— 
Hear us, Holy Spirit. 


5 Thou whose grace the Church doth fill, 
Showing her God’s perfect will, 
Making Jesus present still; 

Hear us, Holy Spirit, 


Thomas B. Pollock. 
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Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove! With all thy quick’ning powers,Kindle a flame of fcr love Inthese cold bisats of ours. 





















2 1 8 Invocation. 
Comn, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove! 
With all thy quickening powers, 
Kindle a flame of sacred love 
In these cold hearts of ours. 


2 Look! how we grovel here below, 
Fond of these trifling toys! 

Our souls can neither fly nor go 
To reach eternal joys. 


3 In vain we tune our formal songs; 
In yain we strive to rise; 


SUSIMAME, 7s, 6. 
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Hosannas languish on our tongues, 
And our devotion dies. 


4 Dear Lord, and shall we ever live 
At this poor dying rate— 

Our love so faint, so cold to thee, 
And thine to us so great? 


5 Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove! 
With all thy quickening powers; 

Come, shed abroad a Sayiour’s love, 
And that shall kindle ours. 


Isaac Watts. 


Arr, by A. S. SULLIVAN. 
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219 “ Hear us.” 

Sprait blest, who art adored 

With the Father and the Word, 

One eternal God and Lord: 
Hear us, Holy Spirit. 


2 Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 

Dew descending from above, 

Breath of life, and fire of love; 
Hear us, Holy Spirit. 


3 Source of strength and knowledge clear, 


Wisdom, godliness sincere, 
Understanding, counsel, fear; 
Hear us, Holy Spirit. 


4 Source of meekness, love, and peace, 
Patience, pureness, faith’s increase, 
Hope and joy that cannot cease; 

Hear us, Holy Spirit. 


5 Spirit guiding us aright, 
Spirit making darkness light, 


SEE ASSES! 


Spirit of resistless might; 
Hear us, Holy Spirit. 


6 Thou, whom Jesus from his throne 
Gave to cheer and help his own, 
That they might not be alone; 

Hear us, Holy Spirit. 


7 Come to raise us when we fall, 
And, when snares our souls enthrall, 
Lead us back with gentle call; 

Hear us, Holy Spirit. 


8 Keep us in the narrow way, 

Warn us when we go astray, 

Plead within us when we pray; 
Hear us, Holy Spirit, 


9 Holy, loving, as thou art, 
Come, and live within our heart, 
Never from us to depart; 

Hear us, Holy Spirit. 


Thomas B. Pollock. 
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HUMMEL. C. M. 
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C. ZEUNER. 
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Notallthe outward forms on earth, Nor rites that God has given, Nor will ofman, nor blood,nor birth, Can raise a soul to heav’n. 





























220 Utter helplessness. 

Nor all the outward forms on earth, 
Nor rites that God has given, 

Nor will of man, nor blood, nor birth, 
Can raise a soul to heaven. 


2 The sovereign will of God alone 
Creates us heirs of grace; 

Born in the image of his Son, 
A new, peculiar race. 


3 The Spirit, like some heavenly wind, 


Breathes on the sons of flesh, 
New-models all the carnal mind, 
And forms the man afresh. 


4 Our quickened souls awake and rise 
From the long sleep of death; 

On heavenly things we fix our eyes, 
And praise employs our breath. 


Isaac Watts. 


BALERMA. C. M. 





2 2 1 The Soul ruined. 

How sap our state by nature is! 
Our sin—how deep it stains! 

And Satan holds our captive minds 
Fast in his slavish chains. 


- 2 But there’s a voice of sovereign grace, 


Sounds from the sacred word; 
‘*Ho! ye despairing sinners, come, 
And trust a pardoning Lord.” 


3 My soul obeys the almighty call, 
And runs to this relief; 

I would believe thy promise, Lord: 
Oh, help my unbelief! 


4 A guilty, weak, and helpless worm, 
On thy kind arms I fall; 

Be thou my Strength and Righteousness, 
My Saviour and my All. 


Isaac Watts, 


H. Witson. 
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How helpless guilty nature lies, Unconscious of its load! The heart,unchanged,can never rise (ar te and God, 
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22? The load of Sin. 

How HELPLESS guilty nature lies, 
Unconscious of its load! 

The heart, unchanged, can never rise 
To happiness and God. 


2 Can aught, beneath a power divine, 
The stubborn will subdue? 

*T is thine, almighty Spirit! thine, 
To form the heart anew. 


3 ’Tis thine, the passions to recall, 
And upward bid them rise; 


To make the scales of error fall 
From reason’s darkened eyes;— 


4 To chase the shades of death away, 
And bid the sinner live; 

A beam of heaven, a vital ray, 
’T is thine alone to give. 


5 Oh, change these wretched hearts of ours, 
And give them life divine; 

Then shall our passions and our powers, 
Almighty Lord! be thine. 


Anne Steele, 
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GORTON. S. M. 


THE GOSPEL:—ATONEMENT NEEDED. 


Arr. fr. BEETHOVEN. 
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Not all the blood of beasts xi Jewish altars slain, Could give the guilty conscience eS wash by the stain. 





























See “No other name.” 

Nor all the blood of beasts 
On Jewish altars slain, 

Could give the guilty conscience peace, 
Or wash away the stain. 


2 But Christ the heavenly Lamb 
Takes all our sins away, 

A sacrifice of nobler name 
And richer blood than they. 


3 My faith would lay her hand 
On that dear head of thine, 


SHAWMUT. S. M. 
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While like a penitent I stand, 
And there confess my sin. 


4 My soul looks back to see 
The burdens thou didst bear, 
When hanging on the curséd tree, 
And hopes her guilt was there. 


5 Believing, we rejoice 
To see the curse remove; 

We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice, 
And sing his dying love. 


Isaac Watts. 


Lowett Mason. 
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Oh, where shall rest be found—Rest for the wea-ry soul? ’T were vain the ocean’s depths tosound, Or pierce to eith-er pole. 
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224 Deut. 30: 19. 
On, where shall rest: be found— 
Rest for the weary soul? 


*T were vain the ocean’s depths to sound, 


Or pierce to either pole. 


2 The world can neyer give 
The bliss for which we sigh: 
*T is not the whole of life to live, 
Nor all of death to die. 


3 Beyond this vale of tears 
There is a life above, 
Unmeasured by the flight of years; 
And all that life is love. 


4 There is a death whose pang 
Outlasts the fleeting breath: 

Oh, what eternal horrors hang 
Around the second death! 


5 Lord God of truth and grace! 
Teach us that death to shun; 
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Lest we be banished from thy face, 
And evermore undone. 


James Montgomery. 
ere? 5 ‘A Physician wanted. 
AnD wilt thou hear, O Lord, 
Thy suppliant people’s ery? 
And pardon, though thy book record 
Our crimes of crimson dye? 


2 So deep are they engraved,— 
So terrible their fear: 

The righteous scarcely shall be saved, 
And where shall we appear? 


3 Let us make all things known 
To him who all things sees: 
That so his blood may yet atone 

For our iniquities. 


4 O thou, Physician blest, 
Make clean the guilty soul; 
And us, by many a sin oppressed, 


Restore, and keep us whole! 
John M,. Neate, tr. 


PRAYER. S. M. 





MAN’S LOST CONDITION. 9! 


L. MARSHALL, 
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2D; 3 6 Pardon and Purity. 
Can sinners hope for heaven, 
Who love this world so well? 
Or dream of future happiness, 
While on the road to hell? 
2 Shall they hosannas sing, 
With an unhallowed tongue? 
Shall palms adorn the guilty hand 
Which does its neighbor wrong? 
3 Thy grace, O God, alone, 
Good hope can e’er afford! 
The pardoned and the pure shall see 
The glory of the Lord. 


Benjamin Beddome. 
2 2 7 “All downward.” 
Liks sheep we went astray, 
And broke the fold of God— 
Each wandering in a different way, 
But all the downward road. 
2 How dreadful was the hour, 
When God our wanderings laid, 
And did at once his vengeance pour 
Upon the Shepherd’s head! 


IOWA. S. M. 
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3 How glorious was the grace, 
When Christ sustained the stroke! 
His life and blood the Shepherd pays, 
A ransom for the flock. 


4 But God shall raise his head, 
O’er all the sons of men, 

And make him see a numerous seed, 
To recompense his pain, 


22S “Jesus only.” 

Nor what these hands have done 
Can save this guilty soul: 

Not what this toiling flesh has borne 
Can make my spirit whole. 

2 Not what I feel or do 
Can give me peace with God; 

Not all my prayers, and sighs, and tears, 
Can bear my awful load. 

3 Thy work alone, O Christ, 
Can ease this weight of sin; 

Thy blood alone, O Lamb of God, 
Can give me peace within. 


Isaac Watts, 


Horatius Bonar. 


A. CHAPIN. 
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D; 29 Probation. 
A cHARGE to keep I have, 
A God to glorify, 
A never-dying soul to save, 
And fit it for the sky. 
2 To serve the present age, 
My calling to fulfill; 
Oh, may it all my powers engage 
To do my Master’s will. 
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A nev-er - dy-ing soul to save, And fit it for the sky. 
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3 Arm me with jealous care, 
As in thy sight to live; 
And oh, thy servant, Lord, prepare 
A strict account to give. 
4 Help me to watch and pray, 
And on thyself rely, 
Assured, if I my trust betray, 
I shall for ever die. 








Charles Wesley, 
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LENOX. H. M. 
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Beforethethrone my Surety stands, Before the throne my Surety stands: My nameis written on his hands. 


J. Epson. 







































































































Q380 Our Surety. 
ARISE, my soul, arise! 
Shake off thy guilty fears; 
The bleeding Sacrifice 
In my behalf appears; 
Before the throne my Surety stands: 
My name is written on his hands. 


2 He ever lives above, 
For me to intercede, 
His all-redeeming love, 
His precious blood to plead; 
His blood atoned for all our race, 
And sprinkles now the throne of grace. 


3 My God is reconciled; 
His pardoning voice I hear; 
He owns me for his child; 
I can no longer fear; 
With confidence I now draw nigh, 
And Father, Abba, Father, cry. 


Charles Wesley, 


931 Year of Jubilee. 
Buow ye the trumpet, blow;— 
The gladly solemn sound ;— 
Let all the nations know, 
To earth’s remotest bound, 
The year of jubilee is come: 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 


2 Jesus, our great High Priest, 
Hath full atonement made; 
Ye weary spirits, rest; 
Ye mournful souls, be glad: 
The year of jubilee is come: 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 


eee yeeses eee tres yey 


3 Extol the Lamb of God, 
The all- -atoning Lamb; 
Redemption in his blood 
Throughout the world proclaim: 
The year of jubilee is come; 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 


4 The gospel trumpet hear, 
The news of heavenly grace; 
And, saved from earth, appear 
Before your Saviour’s face: 
The year of jubilee is come! 
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home. 
Charles Wesley, 
232 “The Cross alone.” 
YE saints, your music bring, 
Attuned to sweetest sound, 
Strike every trembling string, 
Till earth and heaven resound; 
The triumphs of the cross we sing; 
Awake, ye saints, each joyful string. 


2 The cross, the cross alone, 
Subdued the powers of hell; 
Like lightning from his throne 
The prince of darkness fell; 
The triumphs of the cross we sing; 
Awake, ye saints, each joyful string. 


3 The cross hath power to save 
From all the foes that rise; 
The cross hath made the grave 

A passage to the skies; 
The triumphs of the cross we sing; 


Awake, ye saints, each joyful string. 
Andrew Reed, 


THE PLAN OF SALVATION. 93 
WONDROUS LOVE. P. M. W. G. Fiscuer. 


Ficus neriiicat reales 


God loved the world of sinners lost And ruined by the fall; Sal-vation full, at high-est cost, He offers free to all. 
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3 Love brings the glorious fullness in, 
And to his saints makes known 
The blesséd rest from inbred sin, 
Through faith in Christ alone.—Rer. 
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2338 The seeking love of God. 

Gop loved the world of sinners lost 
And ruined by the fall; 

Salvation full, at highest cost, 
He offers free to all. 


Rer.—Oh, ’t was love, ’t was wondrous love! 4 Belioving souls, ree 
he iorelel Goditomes There shall to you be given 


It brought my Saviour from above, BOE us ee es a 
. Of endless life in heaven.—Rer. 
To die on Calvary. 
5 Of victory now o’er Satan’s power 


2 Evy’n now by faith I claim him mine, Fle rasta 


The risen Son of God; 





























. . And triumph in the dying hour 
Redemption by his death I find, : 2 : 
And cleansing through the blood.—Rer. Teron: Wrist the Lord ou Ree eee 
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Precious, precious blood of Je-sus, Shedon Cal ~va-ry, Shed for rebels, shed for sinners, Shed for thee! 
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23 4 “Blood of Jesus.” 

Precious, precious blood of Jesus, 
Shed on Calvary, 

Shed for rebels, shed for sinners, : : 1 
Shed for thee! dae eae. 

4 Precious blood! by this we conquer 
In the fiercest fight, 


























3 Precious blood that hath redeemed us! 
All the price is paid! 
Perfect pardon now is offered, 


2 Though thy sins are red like crimson, 


Deep in scarlet glow, : 5 
Jesus’ precious blood shall wash thee ee pate ee 
y its might. 


White as snow. Frances R. Havergiils 
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235 “ Amazing grace.” 236 Zech, 13; 1. 

AMAZING grace! how sweet the sound THERE is a fountain filled with blood, 
That saved a wretch like me! Drawn from Immanuel’s veins; 

I once was lost, but now am found— And sinners, plunged beneath that flood, 
Was blind, but now I see. Lose all their guilty stains. 

2 ’T was grace that taught my heart to fear, 2 The dying thief rejoiced to see 
And grace my fears relieved; That fountain in his day; 

How precious did that grace appear, And there may I, though vile as he, 
The hour I first believed! Wash all my sins away. 

3 Through many dangers, toils, and snares, 3 Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood 
I have already come; Shall never lose its power, 

*Tis grace hath brought me safe thus far, ‘Till all the ransomed church of God 
And grace will lead me home. Be saved to sin no more. 

‘4 Yea, when this flesh and heart shall fail 4 H’er since, by faith, I saw the stream 
And mortal life shall cease, Thy flowing wounds supply, 

I shall possess within the vail Redeeming love has been my theme, 
A life of joy and peace, And shall be, till I die. 

5 The earth shall soon dissolve like snow, 5 Then in a nobler, sweeter song, 
The sun forbear to shine; I'll sing thy power to save, 

But God, who called me here below, When this poor lisping, stammering tongue 
Will be for ever mine. Lies silent in the grave. 

John Newton. William Cowper. 
FOUNTAIN. C. M. Western Air. 
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THE PLAN OF SALVATION. 


GLASGOW. C. M. 


G. F. Roor. 
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237 “Jesus died for me.” 
Great God, when I approach thy throne, 
And all thy glory see; 
This is my stay, and this alone, 
That Jesus died for me. 


2 How can a soul condemned to die, 
Escape the just decree? 

Helpless, and full of sin am I, 
But Jesus died for me. 


3 Burdened with sin’s oppressive chain, 
Oh, how can I get free? 

No peace can all my efforts gain, 
But Jesus died for me. 

4 And, Lord, when I behold thy face, 
This must be all my plea; 

Save me by thy almighty grace, 
For Jesus died for me. 


W. HH. Bathurst. 


LOVING-KINDNESS. L. M. 
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2388 Divine compassion. 

JEsus,—and didst thou leave the sky, 
To bear our griefs and woes? 

And didst thou bleed, and groan and die, 
For thy rebellious foes? 

2 Well might the heavens with wonder view 
A love so strange as thine! 

No thought of angels ever knew 
Compassion so divine! 


: 3 Is there a heart that will not bend 


To thy divine control? 

Descend, O sovereign love, descend, 
And melt that stubborn soul. 

4 Oh! may our willing hearts confess 
Thy sweet, thy gentle sway; 

Glad captives of thy matchless grace, 
Thy righteous rule obey. 


Anne Steele. 
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239 Loving-kindness. 
Awake, my soul, to joyful lays, 
And sing thy great Redeemer’s praise; 
He justly claims a song from me: 
His loving-kindness, oh, how free! 
2 He saw me ruined in the fall, 
Yet loved me, notwithstanding all; 
He saved me from my lost estate: 
His loving-kindness, oh, how great! 





3 Though numerous hosts of mighty foes, 
Though earth and hell my way oppose, 
He safely leads my soul along: 

His loving-kindness, oh, how strong! 

4 When trouble, like a gloomy cloud, 
Has gathered thick and thundered loud, 
He near my soul has always stood: 


His loving-kindness, oh, how good! 
Samuel Medley. 
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NAUMANN. C. M. 51. 


Arr, fr. NAUMANN. 
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It shrinksnot,but, with calm de-light 


Can live,and lookon thee! 
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QAO The Father. 
Errrnat Light! eternal Light! 
How pure the soul must be, 
When, placed within thy searching sight, 


It shrinks not, but, with calm delight 
Can live, and look on thee! 


2 The spirits that surround thy throne, 
May bear the burning bliss; 

But that is surely theirs alone, 

Since they have never, never known 
A fallen world like this. 


3 There is a way for man to rise 
To that sublime abode:— 

An offering and a sacrifice, 

A Holy Spirit’s energies, 
An advocate with God. 


4 These, thése prepare us for the sight 
Of holiness above: 

The sons of ignorance and night 

May dwell in the eternal Light, 


Through the eternal Love! 
g Thomas Binney. 


QAI The Son. 

O Saviour, where shall guilty man 
Find rest except in thee? 

Thine was the warfare with his foe, 

The cross of pain, the cup of woe, - 
And thine the victory. 


2 How came the everlasting Son, 

The Lord of life, to die? 
Why didst thou meet the tempter’s power, 
Why, Jesus, in thy dying hour, 

Endure such agony? 
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3 To save us by thy precious blood, 
To make us one in thee, . 
That ours might be thy perfect life, 
Thy thorny crown, thy cross, thy strife, 
And ours the victory. 


4 Oh, make us worthy, gracious Lord, 
Of all thy love to be; 
To thy blest will our wills incline, 
That unto death we may be thine, 
And eyer live in thee. 
C. £. May. 
242 The Holy Ghost. 
Come, thou who dost the soul endue 
With sevenfold gifts of grace; 
Come, thou who dost the world renew, 
Author of peace, consoler true, 
Spirit of holiness. 


2 Thou didst the gospel-trumpet sound 
O’er all the world afar; 

And summon from their sleep profound 

The dead, who lay in darkness round, 
To hail the Morning Star. 


3 Thine be all praise for evermore, 

From all salvation’s heirs; 
Thy goodness, truth, and love, and power, 
Let all created worlds adore 

In holy hymns and prayers. 


4 O thou, who teachest us to place 
In thee our hope and trust, 
The stains of former guilt efface, 
Confirm the innocent in grace, 
And glorify the just. 


Edward Caswali, tr. 





THE PLAN OF SALVATION. 
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2 43 “None other name.” 
I nay my sins on Jesus, 
The spotless Lamb of God; 
He bears them all, and frees us 
From the accurséd load; 
I bring my guilt to Jesus, 
To wash my crimson stains 
White in his blood most precious, 
Till not a stain remains. 


2 I lay my wants on Jesus; 
All fullness dwells in him; 
He healeth my diseases, 
He doth my soul redeem: 
I lay my griefs on Jesus, 
My burdens and my cares; 
He from them all releases, 
He all my sorrows shares. 


3 I long to be like Jesus, 
Meek, loving, lowly, mild; 
I long to be like Jesus, 
The Father’s holy child. 
I long to be with Jesus, 
Amid the heavenly throng; 
To sing with saints his praises, 
And learn the angels’ song. 


TP 


Horatius Bonar. 


244 “T need thee,” 

I neEp thee, precious Jesus! 
For I am full of sin; 

My soul is dark and guilty, 
My heart is dead within; 

I need the cleansing fountain, 
Where I can always flee, 

The biood of Christ most precious, 
The sinner’s perfect plea. 


2 I need thee, bles%d Jesus! 
For I am very poor; 

A stranger and a pilgrim, 
I have no earthly store; 

I need the love of Jesus 
To cheer me on my way, 

To guide my doubting footsteps, 
To be my strength and stay. 


3 I need thee, blesséd Jesus! 
And hope to see thee soon, 
Encircled with the rainbow, 
And seated on thy throne: 
There, with thy blood-bought children, 
My joy shall ever be 
To sing thy praise, Lord Jesus, 
To gaze, my Lord, on thee! 


Freaerick Whitfield, 
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PAD “ Return, return!” 
Rerurn, O wanderer, to thy home, 
Thy Father calls for thee; 
No longer now an exile roam 
In guilt and misery: 
Return, return. 


2 Return, O wanderer, to thy home, 
w is Jesus calls for thee; 


MARTYN. 7s. D 











The Spirit and the Bride say, ‘‘Come,” 
Oh, now for refuge flee: 
Return, return. 


3 Return, O wanderer, to thy home, 
*Tis madness to delay; 

There are no pardons in the tomb, 
And brief is mercy’s day: 
































Return, return. Thomas Hastings. 
S. B. MarsH. 
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2AG Ezekiel 33: 11. 

Sinners, turn, why will ye die? 
God, your Maker, asks you—Why? 
God, who did your being give, 
Made you with himself to live; 

He the fatal cause demands, 

Asks the work of his own hands,— 
Why, ye thankless creatures, why 
Will ye cross his love, and die? 


2 Sinners, turn, why will ye die? 
God, your Saviour, asks you—Why? 
He who did your souls retrieve, 
Died himself that ye might live. 


Will ye let him die in vain? 
Crucify your Lord again? 

Why, ye ransomed sinners, why 
Will ye slight his grace, and die? 


3 Sinners, turn, why will ye die? 
God, the Spirit, asks you—Why? 
He, who all your lives hath strove, 
Urged you to embrace his love: 
Will ye not his grace receive? 

Will ye still refuse to live? 

Why, ye long- sought sinners! why, 
Will ye grieve your God, and die? 


Charles Wesley. 
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QAT “Here speaks the Comforter.” Here speaks the Comforter, tenderly saying— 
Come, ye disconsolate, where’er ye languish, Earth hath no sorrow that heaven cannot 
Come to the mercy-seat, fervently kneel, - cure. 
Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell 
your anguish; 




























































































3 Here see the Bread of Life; see waters 


flowing 
Soe no sorrow that heaven cannot Porth frome shrone of God: ware vfroe 
above; 
2 Joy of the comfortless, light of the stray- Come tothe feast of love: come, ever knowing 
ing, ° Earth hath no sorrow but heaven can 
Hope of the penitent, fadeless and pure; remove. Thomas Moore. 
LIFE, 8s, 7s, 7s. T. HasTinGs. 
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D5 4 8 A fountain opened. 

































































Come to Calvary’s holy mountain, Here the troubled, peace may find; 
Sinners, ruined by the fall! Health this fountain will restore, 
Here a pure and healing fountain He that drinks shall thirst no more— 
Flows to you, to me, to all,— 4 
In a full, perpetual tide, 3 He that drinks shall live for ever; 
Opened when our Saviour died. ‘Tis a soul-renewing flood: 
God is faithful; God will never 
2 Come, in sorrow and contrition, Break his covenant in blood, 
Wounded, impotent, and blind! Signed when our Redeemer died, 
Here the guilty, free remission, Sealed when he was glorified. 


James Montgomery. 
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249 “« Plee for life.” Your sins are increasing, escape to the 
THE voice of free grace cries, Escape to mountain— 
the mountain, His blood can remove them, it flows from 
For Adam’s lost race Christ hath opened the fountain. 
a fountain; Hallelujah to the Lamb, etc. 
For sin and uncleanness, and every trans- 3 With joy shall we stand when escaped 
gression, |,” ; to the shore; 
His blood flows most freely in streams of With harps in our hands we will praise him 
salvation. the more! 
Hallelujah to the Lamb, ete. We ‘ll range the sweet plains on the banks 


2 Ye souls that are wounded! oh, flee to ; of “the river, 
And sing of salvation for ever and ever! 


the Saviour! : 
He calls you in mercy, ’tis infinite favor; Hallelujah to the Lamb, ete. He Spa 
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250. Lord, in ie thy ee sday, Ere from us it pass a- way, On our eee we fall and pray. 
as Lord, on us thy Spir-it pour, Kneeling low-ly at the door, Ere it close for ev-er- more. 
3. By "thy nightof ag-o-ny, By thy sup-pli-cat-ingcry, By thy will-ing-nessto die,— 
4.By thy tears of bit-ter woe For Je-ru-sa-lem be-low, Let us not thy love fore-go, 
Or 





















































Isaac Williams. 
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251 
Now is the accepted time, 
Now is the day of grace; 
O sinners! come, without delay, 
And seek the Saviour’s face. 


2 Now is the accepted time, 
The Saviour calls to-day; 

To-morrow it may be too late;— 
Then why should you delay? 


The accepted time. 


3 Now is the accepted time, 
The gospel bids you come; 
And every promise in his word 
Declares there yet is room. 


4 Lord, draw reluctant souls, 
And feast them with thy love; 
Then will the angels spread their wings, 
And bear the news above. ms vs 
4 ‘ohn Dobvell, 


OWEN. S. M. 


252 
Tue Spirit, in our hearts, 
Is whispering, ‘‘Sinner, come:” 
The bride, the Church of Christ, proclaims 
To all his children, ‘‘Come!”’ 


2 Let him that heareth say 
.To all about him, ‘‘Come!”’ 
Let him that thirsts for righteousness, 
To Christ, the fountain, come! 


“Sinner, come!” 


3 Yea, whosoever will, 
Oh, let him freely come, 

And freely drink the stream of life; 
’Tis Jesus bids him come. 


4 Lo! Jesus, who inyites, 
Delares, I ‘‘quickly come;” 
Lord, even so! we wait thine hour; 
O blest Redeemer, come! 
H. U. Onderdonk. 


J. E. SweeErseEr. 
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ye co Weeping for sinners. 

Dip Christ o’er sinners weep, 
And shall our cheeks be dry ? 

Let floods of penitential grief 
Burst forth from every eye. 


2 The Son of God in tears 
Angels with wonder see; 

Be thou astonished, O my soul! 
He shed those tears for thee. 


3 He wept that we might weep; 
Each sin demands a tear: 

In heaven alone no sin is found, 
And there’s no weeping there. 


Benjamin Beddome. 
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— 5 i; The call of love. 

Awnp canst thou, sinner! slight 
The call of love divine? 

Shall God, with tenderness, invite, 
And gain no thought of thine? 


2 Wilt thou not cease to grieve 
The Spirit from thy breast, 

Till he thy wretched soul shall leave 
With all thy sins oppressed? 


3 To-day a pardoning God 
Will hear the suppliant pray; 
To-day a Saviour’s cleansing blood, 
Will wash thy guilt away. 


Mrs. Abby B, Hyd, 
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EXPOSTULATION. 1s. J. Horxins. 
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Oh, turn ye, oh,turn ye, for why will ye die, (When God in great mercy is coming so nigh ? 4) [home. 
Now Jesus ae you, the Spirit sy eoaue, And angels are waiting to welcome you 
































“Why will ye die?” 

Og, turn ye, oh, turn ye, for why will ye die, 
When God in great mercy is coming so nigh? 
Now Jesus invites you, the Spirt says, Come, 
And angels are waiting to welcome you home. 


255 


2 And now Christ is ready your souls to 
receive, 

Oh, how can you question, if you will believe? 

If sinis your burden, why will you not come? 

’*T is you he bids welcome; he bids you come 
home. 


256 
Deway not, delay not; O sinner, draw near, 

The waters of life are now flowing for thee; 
No price is demanded; the Saviour is here; 


Josiah Hopkins. 


Procrastination. 


Redemption is purchased, salvation is free. 


2 Delay not, delay not, the Spirit of grace, 
Long grieved and resisted, may take his 
sad flight, , 
And leave thee in darkness to finish thy race, 
To sink in the gloom of eternity’s night. 


GAYLORD. 


8s, 7s. D. 











3 Delay not, delay not; the hour is at hand; 
The earth shall dissolve, and the heavens 
shall fade, 
The dead, small and great, in the judgment 
shall stand; 
What helper, then, sinner, shall lend thee 
his aid? 


O57 Job 22 : 21. 

Acquarnt thyself quickly, O sinner, with 
God, 

And joy, like the sunshine, shall beam on 
thy road; 

And peace, like the dewdrop, shall fall on 
thy head, 

And sleep, like an angel, shall visit thy bed. 


2 Acquaint thyself quickly, O sinner, with 
God, 

And he shall be with thee when fears are 
abroad; 

Thy Safeguard in danger that threatens thy 
path; 

Thy Joy in the valley and shadow of death. 


William Knox. 


Thomas Hastings. 


Arr. by J. P. Hotsroox. 
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Let” thy will in me be done, 
Take me to thy love, my God! 
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IRENE. P. M. 








Jesus,heed me, lostand dying, 


Arr. fr. SCHOLEFIELD. 
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25S The Penitent’'s Plea. 

JEsus, heed me, lost and dying, 

Unto thee for shelter flying, 

Hear, oh, hear, my heart’s sore crying: 
Heed me, or I die! 


2 All my sin and sorrow feeling, 

Come I, as the leper, kneeling; 

Come to thee for help and healing, 
Heal me, or I die! 


3 Naught have I to plead of merit, 

Naught but curse do I inherit; 

By thy gracious, quickening Spirit 
Save me, or I die! 


4 Not my tears of deep contrition 

Can secure one sin’s remission, 

Helpless, hopeless my condition: 
Help me, or I die! 


5 Far away my dead works flinging, 
Nothing owning, nothing bringing, 
Only to thy mercy clinging: 

Bless me, or I die! 


6 By thy cross, where hope is beaming, 

By its crimson fountain streaming, 

Flowing for the world’s redeeming: 
Cleanse me, or I die! 








La = rads eye oe 
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7 So my soul shall praise thee ever, 

For the love which changes never, 


From which not ev’n death can sever: 
Saved no more to die. 


2 5 9 “ The footsteps of the flock.” 
Jesus, Shepherd of the sheep, 





R. M. Offord. 


‘Who thy Father’s flock dost keep, 


Safe we wake and safe we sleep, 
Guarded still by thee. 


2 In thy promise firm we stand, 

None can pluck us from thy hand, 

Speak—we hear—at thy command, 
We will follow thee. 


3 By thy blood our souls were bought, 
By thy life salvation wrought, 
By thy light our feet are taught, 

Lord, to follow thee. 


4 Father, draw us to thy Son; 

We with joy will follow on, 

Till the work of grace is done, 
And from sin set free— 


5 We in robes of glory dressed, 
Join the assembly of the blest, 
Gathered to eternal rest, 

In the fold with thee. Cooke. 





260 8s,7s.D. ‘Take me.” 
TakE me, O my Father, take me! 
Take me, save me, through thy Son; 
That which thou wouldst have me, make me, 
Let thy will in me be done. 
Long from thee my footsteps straying, 
Thorny proved the way I trod; 
Weary come I now, and praying— 
Take me to thy love, my God! 


2 Fruitless years with grief recalling, 
Humbly I confess my sin; 

At thy feet, O Father, falling, 
To thy household take me in. 


Freely now to thee I proffer 
This relenting heart of mine; 

Freely life and soul I offer— 
Gift unworthy loye like thine. 


3 Once the world’s Redeemer, dying, 
Bare our sins upon the tree; 
On that sacrifice relying, 
Now I look in hope to thee; 
Father, take me! all forgiving, 
Fold me to thy loving breast; 
In thy love for ever living, 


I must be for ever blest! 
Ray Palmer. 


104 
LANGRAN. 


10s, 
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261 
Weary of earth, and laden with my sin, 

I look at heaven and long to enter in, 

But there no evil thing may find a home: 
And yet I hear a voice that bids me ‘‘Come.’ 


“The voice of Jesus.” 


S 


2 So vile I am, how dare I hope to stand 

In the pure glory of that holy land? 

Before the whiteness of that throne appear? 

Yet there are hands stretched out to draw 
me near. 


3 The while I fain would tread the heavenly 
way, 

Eyil is ever with me day by day; 

Yet on mine ears the gracious tidings fall, 

““Repent, confess, thou shalt be loosed from 
all,’”: 


4 Itis the voice of Jesus that I hear, 

His are the hands stretched out to draw 
me near, 

And his the blood that can for all atone, 

And set me faultless there before the 
throne. 


5 “Iwas he who found me on the deathly 
wild, 

And made me heir of heaven, the Father’s 
child, 

And day by day, whereby my soul may live, 

Gives me his grace of pardon, and will give. 

Samuel J, Stone. 

2°62 “ Thine all the merit.” 

O Jesus Christ the righteous! live in me, 

That, when in glory I thy face shall see, 


Within the Father’s house, my glorious 
dress 
May be the garment of thy righteousness. 


2 Then thou wilt welcome me, O righteous 
Lord, 

Thine all the merit, mine the great reward; 

Mine the life won, and thine the life laid 
down, 

Thine the thorn-plaited, mine the righteous 
crown. 


3 Naught can I bring, dear Lord, for all J 
owe; 
Yet let my full heart what it can bestow; 
Like Mary’s gift let my devotion proye, 
Forgiven greatly, how I greatly love. 
Samuel J. Stone, alt. 
°63 “ Jesus died.” 
Lorp, Iam come! thy promise is my plea, 
Without thy word I durst not venture nigh! 
But thou hast called the burdened soul to 
thee, 
A weary, burdened soul, O Lord, am I! 


2 Bowed down beneath a heavy load of sin, 
By Satan’s fierce temptations sorely prest, 
Beset without, and full of fears within, 
Trembling and faint I come to thee for rest. 


3 Be thou my refuge, Lord, my hiding- 
place; 

I know no force can tear me from thy side; 

Unmoved, I then may all accusers face, 

And answer every charge, with—‘‘Jesus 
died.” 


John Newton. 
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ST. HILDA. 4s, 6s. D. 


E. Hussanp. 
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264 At the door. 

O Jusus, thou art standing 
Outside the fast-closed door, 

In lowly patience waiting 
To pass the threshold o’er: 

We bear the name of Christians, 
His name and sign we bear: 

Oh, shame, thrice shame upon us! 
To keep him standing there. 


2 O Jesus, thou art knocking: 
And lo! that hand is scarred, 
And thorns thy brow encircle, 
And tears thy face have marred: 
Oh, love that passeth knowledge, 
So patiently to wait! 
Oh, sin that hath no equal, 
So fast to bar the gate! 


3 O Jesus, thou art pleading 
In accents meek and low,— 

«‘T died for you, my children, 
And will ye treat me so?” 

O Lord, with shame and sorrow 
We open now the door: 

Dear Saviour, enter, enter, 
And leave us nevermore! 


. William W. How. 


Os 65 “ Give us ane 

WE stand in deep repentance, 
Before thy throne of love; 

O God of grace, forgive us; 
The stain of guilt remove; 

Behold us while with weeping 
We lift our eyes to thee; 

And all our sins subduing, 
Our Father, set us free! 


2 Oh, shouldst thou from us fallen 
Withhold thy grace to guide, 
For ever we should wander, 
From thee, and peace, aside; 
But thou to spirits contrite 
Dost light and life impart, 
That man may learn to serve thee 
With thankful, joyous heart. 


3 Our souls—on thee we cast them, 
Our only refuge thou! 

Thy cheering words revive us, 
When pressed with grief we bow: 

Thou bearest the trusting spirit 
Upon thy loving breast, 

And givest all thy ransomed 


A sweet, unending rest. 
Ray Palmer, tr. 
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266 

O Hoty Saviour! Friend unseen, 

Since on thine arm thou bid’st me lean, 

Help me, throughout life’s changing scene, 
By faith to cling to thee! 


Clinging to Christ. 


2 Without a murmur I dismiss 

My former dreams of earthly bliss; 

My joy, my recompense be this, 
Each hour to cling to thee! 


3 What though the world deceitful prove, 
And earthly friends and hopes remove; 
With patient, uncomplaining love, 

Still would I cling to thee. 


4 Though oft I seem to tread alone 
Life’s dreary waste, with thorns o’ergrown, 
Thy voice of love, in gentlest tone, 

Still whispers, ‘‘Cling to me!” 


5 Though faith and hope are often tried, 
Task not, need not, aught beside; 
So safe, so calm, so satisfied, 

The soul that clings to thee! 


Charlotte Elliott. 
267 ‘Plead for me.” 
O rHov, the contrite sinner’s Friend, 
Who loving, lov’st them to the end, 
On this alone my hopes depend, 
That thou wilt plead for me. 


2 When weary in the Christian race, 

Far off appears my resting place, 

And, fainting, I mistrust thy grace, 
Then, Saviour, plead for me. 





3 When I have erred and gone astray, 

Afar from thine and wisdom’s way, 

And see no glimmering, guiding ray, 
Still, Saviour, plead for me. 


4 When Satan, by my sins made bold, 

Strives from thy cross to loose my hold, 

Then with thy pitying arms enfold, 
And plead, oh, plead for me! 


5 And when my dying hour draws near, 

Darkened with anguish, guilt and fear, 

Then to my fainting sight appear, 
Pleading in heayen for me. 


Charlotte Elizott. 
268 


I asx not now for gold to gild, 
With mocking shine, an aching frame; 
The yearning of the mind is stilled— 
I ask not now for fame. 


“A will resigned.” 


2 But, bowed in lowliness of mind, 
I make my humble wishes known; 
I only ask a will resigned, 
O Father, to thine own. 


3 In vain I task my aching brain, 
In vain the sage’s thoughts I scan; 
I only feel how weak I am, 
How poor and blind is man. 


4 And now my spirit sighs for home, 

And longs for light whereby to see; 

And, like a weary child, would come, 
O Father, unto thee. 


John G. Whittier, 
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WOODWORTH. L. M. 
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W. B. BRADBuRY. 
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“ Tamb of God.” 


269 

Just as I am, without one plea, 

But that thy blood was shed for me, 

And that thou bid’st me come to thee, 
O Lamb of God, I come! 


2 Just as I am, and waititig not 

To rid my soul of one dark blot, 

To thee whose blood can cleanse each spot, 
O Lamb of God, I come! 


3 Just as I am, though tossed about 

With many a conflict, many a doubt, 

Fightings within, and fears without, 
O Lamb of God, I come! 


4 Just as I am—thou wilt receive, 
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve; 
Because thy promise I believe, 

O Lamb of God, I come! 


5 Just as I am—thy love unknown 

Hath broken every barrier down; 

Now, to be thine, yea, thine alone, 
O Lamb of God, I come! 


Charlotte Elliott. 
270 “Be merciful, O God.” 
Wirx broken heart and contrite sigh, 
A trembling sinner, Lord, I cry: 
Thy pardoning grace is rich and free: 
O God, be merciful to me! 


2 Ismite upon my troubled breast, 

With deep and conscious guilt oppressed; 
Christ and his cross my only plea: 

O God, be merciful to me! 


thee, O Lamb of God, I come, come! 

ae eae 
“Teer eeee 
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3 Nor alms, nor deeds that I have done, 
Can for a single sin atone; 

To Calvary alone I flee: 

O God, be merciful to me! 


4 And when, redeemed from sin and hell, 
With all the ransomed throng I dwell, 
My raptured song shall ever be, 

God hath been merciful to me! 


Cornelius Elver 
2 Gall Psalm 51. 
SHow pity, Lord! O Lord! forgive; 
Let a repenting rebel live; 
Are not thy mercies large and free? 
May not a sinner trust in thee? 


2 Oh, wash my soul from every sin, 
And make my guilty conscience clean; 
Here on my heart the burden lies, 
And past offences pain mine eyes. 


3 My lips with shame my sins confess, 
Against thy law, against thy grace: 

Lord! should thy judgments grow severe, 
I am condemned, but thou art clear. 


‘4 Should sudden vengeance seize my breath, 


I must pronounce thee just in death; 
And if my soul were sent to hell, 
Thy righteous law approves it well. 


5 Yet save a trembling sinner, Lord! 
Whose hope still hovering round thy word, 
Would light on some sweet promise there, 


Some sure support against despair. 
Tsaac Watts. 
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HALLE. 7s, 61. 


Arr. by T, Hastines. 





























From the cross oe high, Where the Saviour deigns to die, 
What melodious Lat we hear, Bursting on the ravished ear !— 


a 





[come! 
e sg hewe s redeeming work is done—Come and welcome, Nas 
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“Come and welcome.” 


From the cross uplifted high, 
Where the Saviour deigns to die, 
What melodious sounds we hear, 
Bursting on the rayished ear!— 
“‘Love’s redeeming work is done— 
Come and welcome, sinner, come! 


2 ‘Spread for thee, the festal board 


SPANISH HYMN. 7s, 61. 


To thy Father’s bosom pressed, 
Thou shalt be a child confessed, 
Never from his house to roam; 
Come and welcome, sinner, come! 


3 ‘Soon the days of life shall end— 
Lo, I come—your Saviour, Friend! 

Safe your spirit to convey 

To the realms of endless day, 

Up to my eternal home— 

Come and welcome, sinner, come!”’ 


Thomas Hawets. 


Ras: Melody. 
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Blessed Saviour! thee : me 
D.C.—Ev - er let my glo-ry be, 





All my oth-er joys a- ee ee: All my hopesintheea - bide, .) 
On-ly, on-ly, on -ly thee./\T 


hou my hope,and aes beside: 
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Os WE “Only thee.” 

BuEssED Saviour! thee I love, 
All my other joys above; 

All my hopes in thee abide, 
Thou my hope, and naught beside: 
Eyer let my glory be, 

Only, only, only thee. 


al 


2 Once again beside the cross, 

All my gain I count but loss; 
Earthly pleasures fade away,— 
Clouds they are that hide my day: 
Hence, vain shadows! let me see 
Jesus crucified for me. 


3 Blesséd Saviour, thine am I, 
Thine to live, and thine to die; 
Height, or depth, or earthly power, 
Ne’er shall hide my Saviour more: 
Ever shall my glory be 

Only, only, only thee. 


George Duffield. 
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Jxusus, Master, whose I am, 
Purchased thine alone to be, 

By thy blood, O spotless Lamb, 
Shed so willingly for me; 

Let my heart be all thine own, 

Let me live to thee alone. 


“T am thine.” 


2 Other lords have long held sway; 
Now thy name alone to bear, 
Thy dear voice alone obey, 
Is my daily, hourly prayer. 
Whom have I in heaven but thee? 
Nothing else my joy can be. 


3 Jesus, Master, I am thine; 

Keep me faithful, keep me near; 
Let thy presence in me shine 

All my homeward way to cheer. 
Jesus, at thy feet I fall, 
Oh, be thou my All in all 


Frances R, Havergal, 
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AVON. C. M. Hucu Witson, 


Perce CIVECe eee eres 


S 
O thou, whose tender ah hears Contrition’s humble ae Whose hand ~ee wipes the tears From mye weeping eye;— 


Do ar ae 














































275 “ Return.” 
O THOU, whose tender mercy hears 3 And shall my guilty fears prevail 
Contrition’s humble sigh; To drive me from thy feet? 
Whose hand indulgent wipes the tears Oh, let not this dear refuge fail, 
From sorrow’s weeping eye;— This only safe retreat! 
2 See, Lord, before thy throne of grace, 4 Oh, shine on this benighted heart, 
A wretched wanderer mourn; . With beams of mercy shine! 
Hast thou not bid me seek thy face? And let thy healing voice impart 
Hast thou not said—‘‘ Return?” The sense of joy divine. SAYS 
nae Steele, 
TELL THE STORY. 7s, 6s. D. W. G. FiscHEer 
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1 7 6 1. ies v4 na ee sto - ry Of unseenthingsa-bove, Of Je-susandhisglory, Of Je-sus and his love. 
] 2. I love to tell the sto - ry: ’Tispleasant to re- peat What seems each time I tell it, More won-der-ful-ly sweet. 
3. I love to tell the sto - ry; For those who knowit best Seem hungering and thirsting To hear it like the rest. 
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I love to tell the sto-ry, Be-cause Iknow’tis true; It sat-is-fies my longings As nothing else can do. 
I love to tell the sto-ry: For some have nev-er heard © The message of sal-va-tion, From God’s ownho-ly word. 
_ Andwhen,in scenes of glory, I a the New, New Song, ’T will be the Old, Old Story That I have loved so long. 
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K. Hankey, 
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2 FCN “At the door.” 

Bruoup a Stranger at the door! 

He gently knocks, has knocked before, 
Has waited long, is waiting still; 

You treat no other friend so ill. 

2 Oh, lovely attitude! he stands 

With melting heart and laden hands;; 
Oh, matchless kindness! and he shows 
This matchless kindness to his foes, 


3 But will he prove a friend indeed? 
He will, the very friend you need— 
The Friend of sinners; yes, ’tis he, 
With garments dyed on Calvary. 

4 Rise, touched with gratitude divine, 
Turn out his enemy and thine, 

That soul-destroying monster sin, 
And let the heavenly Stranger in. 


Joseph Grigg. 


PHILIP: - 75,31. 


Seba erg ee tp 


Ds 78 One Thing needful. 

Way will ye waste on trifling cares 

That life which God’s compassion spares? 
While, in the various range of thought, 
The one thing needful is forgot? 

2 Shall God invite you from above? 

Shall Jesus urge his dying love? 

Shall troubled conscience give you pain? 
And all these pleas unite in vain? 


3 Not so your eyes will always view 

Those objects which you now pursue; 

Not so will heaven and hell appear, 

When death’s decisive hour is near, 

4 Almighty God! thy grace impart; 

Fix deep conviction on each heart: 

Nor let us waste on trifling cares 

That life which thy compassion spares, 
Philip Doddridge. 


W. H. Monk. 
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2 79 The true Physician. 

Herat me, O my Saviour, heal; 
Heal me, as I suppliant kneel; 
Heal me, and my pardon seal. 


2 Fresh the wounds that sin hath made; 


Hear the prayers I oft have prayed, 
And in mercy send me aid. 





3 Thou the true Physician art; 
Thou, O Christ, canst health impart, 
Binding up the bleeding heart. 

4 Other comforters are gone; 

Thou canst heal, and thou alone, 


Thou for all my sin atone. 
Godfrey Thring. 
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NEAR THE CROSS. P. M. 








, 
W. H. Doane. 
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Je-sus, keep me near the cross; There a is ees 


tli Ladle 


Free to all, a healing Yat b oding from Calvary’s mountain. 
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In the cross, Inthecross, Be a2 glo-ry ev - er, 






















Saree carereeers 2 geal 


Till my raptured soul shall find Rest beyond the riv - er. 
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280 “Near the Cross.” 


Jzsus, keep me near the cross; 
There a precious fountain, 
Free to all, a healing stream, 


Flows from Calvary’s mountain,—Cuo. 


2 Near the cross, a trembling soul, 
Love and mercy found me; 


YET ROOM. 1os, 31. 


There the bright and morning star 
Sheds its beams around me.—Cuo. 


3 Near the Cross! oh, Lamb of God, 
Bring its scenes before me; 
Help me walk from day to day, 


With its shadow o’er me.—Cuo. 
Mrs. F.C. Van Alstyne. 


Ira D. SANKEY. 
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Yer there is room! 
hall of song, 

With its fair glory, beckons thee along; 

Room, room, still room! oh, enter, enter 
now! 


‘* Vet there is room!” 


The Lamb’s bright 


2 Day is declining, and the sun is low; 

The shadows lengthen, light-makes haste 
to go: 

Room, room, still room! oh, enter, enter 
now! 


3 The bridal hall is filling for the feast: 

Pass in, pass in, and be the Bridegroom’s 
guest; 

Room, room, still room! oh, enter, enter 
now! 





-0--0--#, -0- -9- -9-f- 
eee Bee ate “9 2.8 Se ecal 5 
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4 It fills, it fills, that hall of jubilee! 

Make haste, make haste; ’tis not too full 
for thee: 

Room, room, still room! oh, enter, enter 
now! 


5 Yet thereisroom! Still open stands the 
gate, 

The gate of love; it is not yet too late: 

Room, room, still room! oh, enter, enter 
now! 


6 Pass in, pass in! That banquet is for 
thee; 

That cup of everlasting love is free; 

Room, room, still room! oh, enter, enter 
now! 


Horatius Bonar. 
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I am com - ing, Lord! 
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I. Shelves were nine-ty and ninethat safelylay Intheshel-ter of the fold, But one was 
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FLECTENS. P. M. T. E. Perkins, 
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I’ve wait-ed long, and still I wait 
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O lLord,in mer- cy speak to me, I’m_ kneeling at door. 
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Lydia C. Baxter. 
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THERE were ninety and nine that safely lay 
In the shelter of the fold, 
But one was out on the hills away, 
Far off from the gates of gold— 
Away on the mountains wild and bare, 
Away from the tender Shepherd’s care. 


“To save the lost.” 


2 ‘‘Lord,thou hast here thy ninety and nine: 


Are they not enough for thee?” 
But the Shepherd made answer: ‘‘This of 
Has wandered away from me; [ mine 
And although the road be rough and steep 
I go to the desert to find my sheep.” 
rel 


3 But none of the ransomed ever knew 
How deep were the waters crossed; 
Nor how dark was the night that the Lord 
passed through 
Ere he found his sheep that was lost; 
Out in the desert he heard its cry— 
*T was helpless and sick, and ready to die. 


4 But all through the mountains, thunder- 
And up from the rocky steep, [ riven, 

There rose a cry to the gate of heaven, 
‘Rejoice! I have found my sheep!”’ 

And the angels echoed around the throne, 

“« Rejoice, for the Lord brings back his own!” 


EL. C, Clephane. 
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985 Come,oh,come with thy broken heart, Wea-ry and worn with care; Come and kneel at the 
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o - pen door, Je - sus is wait-ing there: Wait-ing to heal thy wound-ed soul, 
crimson fount, Flowing so pure for thee: List to the gen-tle warn - ing voice, 
ev - er bloom, Brightin the life a- bove: Come with a trust-ing heart to God, 
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Waiting to give thee rest; Why ace thou walk where shadows fall? Cometo his lov-ing breast. 
List to the earn-est call, Leave at thy cross thy bur-den now, Je-sus will bear it all. 
Comeand be saved by grace; Come, for he loves to clasp theenow, Close in his dear em - brace. 
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Mrs. F.C. Van Alstyne. 
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PASS ME NOT. 83s, 5s. W. H. Doane. 


| Ist. = 8 Za FINE. CHORUS. D.C. 
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Pass menot, 0 gen-tle Savion: Hear my humble cry; 
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{ While on others thou art smiling, (Ovzz¢..-..--..--- ) ; Do not pass me by. Saviour, Saviour, hearmy humble cry. 

D.c.—While on others thouart calling, (Ozz7zt.--..--.--- ) Do not pass me by. 
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286 ‘Do not pass me.” 

Pass me not, O gentle Saviour, 
Hear my humble cry; 

While on others thou art smiling, 
Do not pass me by.—Cuo. 








3 Trusting only in thy merit, 
Would I seek thy face; 

Heal my wounded, broken spirit, 
Save me by thy grace.—Cuo. 


2 Let me at thy throne of mercy 4 me pega oe my comiort, 


Uh abies Bacar Whom on earth have I beside thee, 


Kneeling there in deep contrition, : 
: Wh ee 
Help my unbelief.—Cuo. on ar errs ee Foie 
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; Je-sus, Saviour, pi-lot me, Over life’s tempestuous sea; Unknown waves before meroll, Hiding rock and treacherous shoal; 
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287 Life's Sea. When thou say’st to them ‘Be still!” 


JxEsus, Saviour, pilot me, 

Over life’s tempestuous sea; 
Unknown waves before me roll, 
Hiding rock and treacherous shoal; 
Chart and compass came from thee: 
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me. 

2 As a mother stills her child, 
Thou canst hush the ocean wild; 
Boisterous waves obey thy will 


RAPHAEL. 8s, 7s, 4. 





Wondrous Sovereign of the sea, 
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me. 


3 When at last I near the shore, 
And the fearful breakers roar 
*Twixt me and the peaceful rest, 
Then, while leaning on thy breast, 
May I hear thee say to me, 

‘‘Hear not, I will pilot thee!” 


Edward Hopper. 


E. J. Hopkins, 
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288 
Jxusus, Lord of life and glory, 
Bend from heaven thy gracious ear; 
While our waiting souls adore thee, 
Friend of helpless sinners, hear: 
By thy mercy, 
Oh, deliver us, good Lord. 


The Litany. 


2 From the depths of nature’s blindness, 
From the hardening power of sin, 
From all malice and unkindness, 
From the pride that lurks within, 
By thy mercy, 
Oh, deliver us, good Lord. 


3 When temptation sorely presses, 
In the day of Satan’s power, 





In our times of deep distresses, 
In each dark and trying hour, 
By thy mercy, 
Oh, deliver us, good Lord. 
4 When the world around is smiling, 
In the time of wealth and ease, 
Earthly joys our hearts beguiling, 
In the day of health and peace, 
By thy mercy, 
Oh, deliver us, good Lord. 
5 In the solemn hour of dying, 
In the awful judgment-day, 
May our souls, on thee relying, 
Find thee still our Hope and Stay: 
By thy mercy, 
Oh, deliver us, good Lord. 


James J. Cummins. 


116 CHRISTIAN EXPERIENCE. 
HERMON. C. M. Lowe. Mason. 
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2 89 The closer walk. 
Ou, for a closer walk with God, 
A calm and heavenly frame,— 


A light to shine upon the road 
Phat Wade atone tak! And drove thee from my breast. 


4 Return, O holy Dove, return, 
Sweet messenger of rest! 
T hate the sins that made thee mourn, 


2 Where is the blessedness I knew 5 The dearest idol I have known, 


Whate’er that idol be 
9 ’ 
hes ee Les eee ; Help me to tear it from thy throne, 
Where is the soul-refreshing view Ava Oca Guna 
Of Jesus and his word? E y ; 


6 So shall my walk be close with God, 
Calm and serene my frame; 

So purer light shall mark the road 
That leads me to the Lamb. 


William Cowper. 


3 What peaceful hours I once enjoyed! 
How sweet their memory still! 

But they have left an aching void 
The world can never fill. 


SERENITY. C. M. Arr. fr. W. V. WALLACE. 
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290 Greatness in Service. 29 1 “Trembleth at my word.” 

Ox, not to fill the mouth of fame Ou, for that tenderness of heart, 
My longing soul is stirred: That bows before the Lord; 

Oh, give me a diviner name! That owns how just and good thou art, 
Call me thy servant, Lord! And trembles at thy word. 

2 No longer would my soul be known 2 Oh, for those humbie, contrite tears, 
As uncontrolled and free; Which from repentance flow; 

Oh, not mine own, oh, not mine own! That sense of guilt which, trembling, fears 
Lord, I belong to thee! The long-suspended blow! 

3 Thy servant,—me thy servant choose; 3 Saviour! to me, in pity give, 

’ Naught of thy claim abate! For sin, the deep distress; 

The glorious name I would not lose, The pledge thou wilt, at last, receive, 
Nor change the sweet estate. And bid me die in peace. 

4 In life, in death, on earth, in heaven, 4 Oh, fill my soul with faith and love, 
This is the name for me! And strength to do thy will; 

The same sweet style and title given Raise my desires and hopes above, — 
Through all eternity. Thyself to me reveal. 


Thomas H, Gill. Charles Wesley. 


CONFLICT WITH SIN. 
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Arr fr. Spour. 
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As pants the hart for cooling streams, 
When heated in the chase, 

So longs my soul, O God, for thee, 
And thy refreshing grace, 


Psalm 12, 


2 For thee, my God—the living God, 
My thirsty soul doth pine; 

Oh, when shall I behold thy face, 
Thou Majesty divine! 


3 Why restless, why cast down, my soul? 
Trust God; who will employ 

His aid for thee, and change these sighs 
To thankful hymns of joy. 


4 I sigh to think of happier days, 
When thou, O Lord! wast nigh; 

When every heart was tuned to praise, 
And none more blest than I. 


5 Why restless, why cast down, my soul? 
Hope still; and thou shalt sing 

The praise of him who is thy God, 
Thy health’s eternal spring. 


Henry F. Lyte. 


SEYMOUR. 7s. 


293 — “Tehall be with Him.” 

Lorp, it belongs not to my care 
Whether I die or live; 

To love and serve thee is my share, 
And this thy grace must give. 


2 If life be long, I will be glad 

_ That I may long obey; 

If short, yet why should I be sad 
To soar to endless day? 


3 Christ leads me through no darker rooms 
Than he went through before; 

No one into his kingdom comes, 
But through his opened door. 


4 Come, Lord, when grace has made me meet, 
Thy blesséd face to see; 

For if thy work on earth be sweet, 
What will thy glory be! 


5 My knowledge of that life is small; 
The eye of faith is dim; 

But ’tis enough that Christ knows all, 
And I shall be with him. 


Richard Baxter, 


Arr. fr. Von WEBER. 



































294 “ My repentings are kindled.” 
Depru of mercy !—can there be 
Mercy still reserved for me? 
Can my God his wrath forbear? 
Me, the chief of sinners, spare? 


2 I have long withstood his grace; 
Long provoked him to his face: 
Would not hearken to his calls; 
Grieved him by a thousand falls. 


3 Kindled his relentings are; 
Me he now delights to spare; 
Cries, How shall I give thee up?— 
Lets the lifted thunder drop. 


4 There for me the Sayiour stands; 
Shows his wounds and spreads his hands! 
God is love! I know, I feel: 


Jesus weeps, and loves me still. 
Charles Wesley. 
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COOLING. C. M. A. J. Appey, 
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Sweet was the time when first I felt The Saviour’s pardoning blood Applied tocleanse my soul from guilt, eat bring me home toGod. 
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295 “Where is the blessedness.”’ 296 “What hourly dangers!” 
Sweet was the time when first I felt Auas! what hourly dangers rise! 
The Saviour’s pardoning blood What snares beset my way! 
Applied to cleanse my soul from guilt, To heaven, oh, let me lift mine eyes, 
And bring me home to God. And hourly watch and pray. 
2 Soon as the morn the light revealed, 2 How oft my mournful thoughts complain, 
His praises tuned my tongue; And melt in flowing tears! e 
And, when the evening shade prevailed, My weak resistance, ah, how vain! 
His love was all my song. How strong my foes and fears! 
3 In prayer, my soul drew near the Lord, 3 O gracious God! in whom I live, 
And saw his glory shine; My feeble efforts aid; 
And when I read his holy word, Help me to watch, and pray, and strive, 
I called each promise mine. Though trembling and afraid. 
4 Now, when the evening shade prevails, 4 Increase my faith, increase my hope, 
My soul in darkness mourns; When foes and fears prevail; 
And when the morn the light reveals, And bear my fainting spirit up, 
No light to me returns. Or soon my strength will fail. 
5 Rise, Saviour! help me to prevail, 5 Oh, keep me in thy heavenly way, 
And make my soul thy care; And bid the tempter flee! 
I know thy mercy cannot fail, And let me never, never stray 
Let me that mercy share. From happiness and thee. 
John Newton. Anne Steele. 
EVAN. C. M. W. H. Havercat. 
aa ae a i ww == ees Is) SAS ee) is ee 
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Oh, couldIfind,from day today, A nearness tomy God,Then would my hours glide sweet away While leaning on his word. 


= e—— 
aes 
sa aes ta (aia cee er RE 
mia a 7 (et a Ge Sl eee Wace 


297 “Nearer to thee.” 

Ox, could I find, from day to day, 
A nearness to my God, 

Then would my hours glide sweet away 
While leaning on his word. 


2 Lord, I desire with thee to live 


Anew from day to day, : : 
In joys the world can never give, ee pe 7 na pric in death, 
Nor ever take away. 7 OR esi Clevelande 








3 Blest Jesus, come and rule my heart, 
And make me wholly thine, 

That I may never more depart, 
Nor grieve thy love divine. 


4 Thus, till my last, expiring breath, 
Thy goodness I'll adore; 
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I NEED THEE. P. M. , Ropert Lowry. 9 
gape BI i a a Ea er saree ae en ee 
aa Babies ee Ss S SB) PER Gee Ss es zal 
fy? D4 a re Oar ee i] a aa) 
as a ers ay Sew a a oe 7 $-gls 


: oo 6 Si i ig Rae aaa F a 


r need thee ev-ery hour, Most gra - "c Lord; No ten- Sarre eu Can peace ~ - ford. 


eraser tale Fie eee nie 


REFRAIN. 


~ enna ponreacsceetcs 


I needthee,oh,I needthee; Ev-ery hourI needthee; Oh, blessme oa tape ae come to thee. 


Sti e [Pera HSSsti HESS 


298 “I need thee.” 

I nrxp thee every hour, 
Most gracious Lord; 
No tender voice like thine 

Can peace afford. 















































































3 I need thee every hour, 
In joy or pain; 

Come quickly and abide, 
Or life is vain. —ReEr. 


Rer.—TI need thee, oh, I need thee; 2 Ae ee 
Every hour I need thee; pte oles tb oN he 
: And thy rich promises - 
Oh, bless me now, my Saviour! I 
T care ae n me fulfill.—Rer. 


; 5 I need thee every hour, 
2 Ineed thee every hour; Most Holy One; 


Stay thow near by; Oh, make me thine indeed, 


Temptations lose their power 5 

P z P Thou blesséd Son.—RerF. 

When thou art nigh.—Rer. Mrs. A. S. Hawks. 
EVEN ME. P. M. REFRAIN. W. B. Brapbury. 
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f Lord, I hear of showers of blessing Thou art scattering full and aah} 


{ Showers, the thirsty soul refreshing; Let some droppings fall on melt Even me, a en eee oy some a ee fall we me. 


22 Heeseeee ete jae te 


2, 99 «« Even me.”’ 
Lorp, I hear of showers of blessing 
Thou art scattering full and free; 
Showers the thirsty soul refreshing; 
Let some droppings fall on me!—Rer. 
2 Pass me not, O gracious Father! 
Lost and sinful though I be; 
Thou might’st curse me, but the rather 


Let thy mercy light on me.—ReEr. 
ee ee Whilst the streams of life are springing, 


3 Pass me not, O mighty Spirit! Sn 
Thou canst make the blind to see; Blessing others, oh, bless me. BAe ek 





























Testify of Jesus’ merit, 
Speak the word of peace to me.—Rer. 
4 Love of God, so pure and changeless; 
Blood of Christ, so rich and free; 
Grace of God, so strong and boundless, 
Maenify it all in me.—Rer. 
5 Pass me not, but, pardon bringing, 
Bind my heart, O Lord, to thee; 
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ut when the dear Saviour shall bid mecome in,I’llenter that open a 


Sese nies 


v a 


















































800 The door of mercy. 

THE mistakes of my life are many, 
The sins of my heart are more, 

And I scarce can see for weeping; 


desidenodieat th door coro: My sins he will wash away, 
e Be Gene And the feet that shrink and falter, 


But I come as he has bidden, 
And he will not say me nay.—Cuo. 


3 My mistakes his free grace will cover, 


2 I am lowest of those who love him, E Tata : a 
T am weakest of those who pray: Shall walk phrogen Se ofeey fe 


ee 8s, 45. J. Hunan. 
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Jesus, my meas me, For : am weary and tei -prest; I come a Bis self on thee: mheaat QD Rest. 


F Pippa tt mt ates seen 


801 ae art my all.” 
Jxrsus, my Saviour! look on me, 
For I am weary and opprest; 
I come to cast myself on thee: 
Thou art my Rest. 


2 Look down on me, for I am weak, 


T feel the toilsome journey’a length; Through life, in death, eternally, 
Thine aid omnipotent I seek: : 
Thou art my All. 


Thou art my Strength. JR. Macduff, 





















































3 Iam bewildered on my way, 
Dark and tempestuous is the night; 
Oh, send thou forth some cheering ray: 
Thou art my Light. 
4 Thou wilt my every want supply, 
Ey’n to the end, whate’er befall; 
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LYNDE, P. M. THURINGIAN FOLK-SONG. 


Spee eit? tmiessesa 


Tell me, my Saviour! Where thou dost feed thy flock, Resting be-sidetherock, Cool in the shade: Whyshould I be as one 


eaegpesetinc ieee orecerceaerecety 











































































8 -. + 7s = Pee 2 Seek me, my Savioun! 
& = = eS Prere SE Ps i=l For I have lost the way: 
‘ iF I will thy voice obey; 
Turning aside alone, Left, when thy sheep have gone, Where Ihave strayed? Speak to me here! 
Help me to find the gate 


2-0. 
ees sis Fes a8 o£ ie = = =f] Where all thy chosen wait: 
2 > and os 


Ere it shall be too late, 









































802 Cant. 1:7. p Oh, call me near! 
TELL me, my Saviour! : 3 Show me, my Saviour! 
Where thou dost feed thy flock, How I can grow like thee; 
Resting beside the rock, Make me thy child to be, 
Cool in the shade: Taught from above: 
Why should I be as one Help me thy smile to win; 
Turning aside alone, Keep me safe folded in, 
Left, when thy sheep have gone, Lest I should rove in sin, 
Where I have strayed? Far from thy love. 


Charles S. Robinson. 


THE HIGH ROCK. P.M. W. G. FIscHER. 


PoE aS ie Ge eerie! SS roa 


4 O 3 7 sometimes the shadows are deep, And roughseemsthe path tothe goal; And sorrows sometimes how they sweep 
2. Oh, sometimes how long seems the day, And sometimeshow wea-ry my feet; But toil-ing in life’s dust-y way, 
3, Oh, near to the Rock let me keep, If  bless-ings or sorrows pre- -vail; Or climbing the mountain way steep, 
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Like tempests downo- ver the soul. 
The Rock’s bless-ed shadow how sweet. > Oh, then, to the Rock let me fly (let me fly), To the Rock that is se than 


Or walking the shad-ow-y vale. 
- - - 


Seiis Shou prrcocears pes ot shy 
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Oh, then to the nn a me fly (let me fly), To the Rock that is high-er than I, 
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E. Johnson. 
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SEGUR. 8s, 7s, 4s. J. P. Hotsroox. 


sie 


— 
Guide me, 1 thou great des Pilgrim ne fase barrenland; I amweak,butthouart mighty; 
Iw -( e 





























































































804 r Guidance. 
GuIDE me, O thou great Jehovah, 
Pilgrim through this barren land; 
Iam weak, but thou art mighty; 
Hold me with thy powerful hand; 
Bread of heaven, 


Lead me all my journey through; 
Strong Deliverer, 
Be thou still my Strength and Shield. 


3 When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
Bid my anxious fears subside; 
Death of death! and hell’s Destruction! 


Feed me till I want no more, - : C ‘a ehh 
2 Open thou the crystal fountain Dern ie pt eine: 
Songs of praises 


Whence the healing streams do flow; I will See 
Let the fiery, cloudy pillar SF ene = William Williams. 


VENI, LUX. P. M. A. H. Brown. 


Se irrste si eiee serie sr efeir airs 


Light,that “ry the dark a- byss Mad-est all things,none a-miss, To sharethy beau-ty, 


= See 2 Steet See 


ae verse. O Light, a dost create again, 
+ apace a Zag Come to us: come, 
zie Siaae oe [Ae 3 Light of men, that left the skies, 
Light that looked thro’ human eyes, 
And died in darkness as man dies, 


oe re i 2 Come to us: come. 
: : He Le FE |? 4 Light that stooped to rise and raise, 


Soared to God above our gaze, 


305“ Come Pe And still art with us all the days, 
Lieut, that from the dark abyss Gains kc issacoue 


Madest all things, none amiss, = We bagetionegkeee ees 
To share thy beauty, share thy bli Ce oe) 
o share thy beauty, share thy bliss, Yat we docbelong aaaiens 


Come to us: come. h : 
2 Light, that dost o’er all things reign, Oh, tials our lite ous ota ta eae 
Come to us: come. 


Light that dost all life maintain; E. B. Birks. 
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VALLEY OF BLESSING. P. M. W. G. FIscHEr. 


STRSE pase #325} 
~~ ' Ne 
806 I have entered the val-ley of blessing sosweet, And Je-sus a - bides with me there; 


2. Thereis peacein the val-ley of blessing sosweet, And plen-ty the land doth im-part; 
3. Thereis love in the val-ley of blessing so sweet, Such as none but the blood-washed may feel; 


SSS tee eee 
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t A Spir - itand blood make my cleansing complete,And his per-fect love cast-eth out fear. 
There is rest for the wea-ry-worn tra-vel-er’s feet, And joy for the sor- row-ing heart. 
When heav-encomesdownredeemedspiritstogreet, And Christ sets his cov-e-nant seal. 


mee 
= ee 


Oh, come to this val-ley of blessing sosweet, WhereJe-sus will full- ness be -stow— 


Sa 
SSS SS ae 


oe 
And be-lieve, and re-ceive, and con-fess him,....-. That all his sal - va - tion may know, 


ees Pat EP Poteet een et SI SFIS 


Mrs. A. Wittenmyer. 





































































































GUARDIAN. 65s, 4. H. T. Les ie. 


Me ea = ee Seal 


Saviour and Lord of all, Turn every heart to ae ; Guard usand guide us safe O - ver life’s sea, 


gfe eeye- eee Eye ae Se sey 


807 Prayer for Help. 
Saviour and Lord of all, 
Turn every heart to thee; 









































Give thou our hearts relief, 
Jesus, be near. 


Guard us and guide us safe 3 Brighten our darkest hour, 
Over life’s sea. Till the last hour shall come; 
3 Then, in thy love and power, 
2 When we are full of grief, Oh make ohones 


Victims of anxious fear, 2 T. R. Taylor. 



























































124 CHRISTIAN EXPERIENCE. 

CULFORD. 7s. D. 1 E. J. Hopxins. 
1 Bi t = 1 si 
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let them move At the im-pulse of thy love, Take my feet, and let them be 
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Swift and beau - os * = oe Take myvoice,and let mesing Al-ways, on - ly, 
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for my King. 
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3808 All for Jesus. 809 A hard heart. 


Take my life, and let it be 
Consecrated, Lord, to thee, 

Take my hands, and let them move 
At the impulse of thy love, 

Take my feet, and let them be 
Swift and beautiful for thee, 

Take my voice, and let me sing 
Always, only, for my King. 


2 Take my lips, and let them be ' 
Filled with messages from thee, 
Take my silver and my gold, 

Not a mite would I withhold; 
Take my moments and my days, 
Let them flow in ceaseless praise, 
Take my intellect, and use 

Every power as thou shalt choose. 


3 Take my will, and make it thine; 
It shall be no longer mine. 

Take my heart, it is thine own! 

It shall be thy royal throne. 

Take my love; my Lord, I pour 
At thy feet its treasure-store; 

Take myself, and I will be, 

Ever, only, all, for thee! 


Frances R. Havergal. 


Ou, this-soul, how dark and blind! 
Oh, this foolish, earthly mind! 

Oh, this froward, selfish will, 
Which refuses to be still! 

Oh, these ever-roaming eyes, 
Upward that refuse to rise! 

Oh, these wayward feet of mine, 
Found in every path but thine! 


2 Oh, this stubborn, prayerless knee, 
Hands so seldom clasped to thee, 
Longings of the soul, that go 

Like the wild wind, to and fro! 

To and fro, without an aim, 

Turning idly whence they came, 
Bringing in no joy, no bliss, 

Only adding weariness! 


3 Giver of the heavenly peace! 

Bid, oh, bid these tumults cease; 
Minister thy holy balm; 

Fill me with thy Spirit’s calm: 
Thou, the Life, the Truth, the Way, 
Leaye me not in sin to stay; 

Bearer of the sinner’s guilt, 


Lead me, lead me, as thou wilt. 
Horattus Bonar. 
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storm =e? life is past; 





aoe BESS ae 


v 
3 1 O Christ, our all. 























3 Thou, O Christ! art om I want; 


! 
Jusus! lover of my soul, More than all in thee I find; 
Let me to thy bosom fly Bsiss ihe tall hoseatiousine 
While the billows near me roll ping Beck perma ae cess tue 
; Heal the sick, and lead the blind. 


While the tempest still is high; 
Hide me, O my Saviour! hide, 

Till the storm of life is past; 
Safe into the haven guide; 

Oh, receive my soul at last! 
2 Other refuge have I none; 

Hangs my helpless soul on thee; 
Leave, ah! leave me not alone, 

Still support and comfort me. 
All my trust on thee is stayed; 

ee ey eres 2 UE, Spring thou up within my heart, 
Cover my defenceless head Pha aleclornity 

With the shadow of thy wing. cat Charles Wesley, 


Just and holy is thy name, 
T am all unrighteousness; 
Vile and full of sin I am, 
Thou art full of truth and grace. 
4 Plenteous grace with thee is found,— 
Grace to pardon all my sin; 
Let the healing streams abound, 
Make and keep me pure within; 
Thou of life the fountain art, 
Freely let me take of thee; 


MARTYN. 7s. D. S. B. Marsx. 
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a Je-sus! lov-er of my soul, Let me tothy bo - som {Hide me,O my Sav-iour! hide, st - 






























While the billows near me roll, While the tempest stillis nigh if | Tillthestormof life is past; 
C.—Safe Bete the ha-ven guide; ‘eeek my soul at last! 
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Lowett Mason. 


OAK. 6s, 4s. 
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§ We are but stran-gers here, Heaven is 
our home. 


| Earth is a des - ert drear, Heaven is. Dan - ger and sor-row stand 
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Round us ev - mie hand, Heaven is’ our Fa - me land, Heaven is our home. 
SSS SS Se 
ae “Home at last.” 312 Jesus is mine. 


WE are but strangers here, 
Heaven is our home; 
Earth is a desert drear, 
Heaven is our home. 
Danger and sorrow stand 
Round us on every hand, 
Heaven is our Fatherland, 
Heaven is our home. 


2 What though the tempest rage? 
Heaven is our home; 

Short is our pilgrimage, 
Heaven is our home. 

And Time’s wild wintry blast 

Soon shall be overpast, 

We shall reach home at last; 
Heaven is our home. 


3 There at our Saviour’s side, 
Heaven is our home; 
May we be glorified; 
Heaven is our home: 
There are the good and blest, 
Those we love most and best, 
Grant us with them to rest; 
Heayen is our home. 


4 Grant us to murmur not, 
Heaven is our home, 

Whate’er our earthly lot, 
Heaven is our home. 

Grant us at last to stand 

There at thine own right hand, 

Jesus, in Fatherland: 


Heaven is our home! 
Thomas R. Taylor, alt. 


Now I have found a Friend; 
Jesus is mine;— 
His love shall never end; 
Jesus is mine; 
Though earthly joys decrease, 
Though earthly friendships cease, 
Now I have lasting peace: 
Jesus is mine. 


2 Though I grow poor and old, 

_ Jesus is mine; 

Though I grow faint and cold, 
Jesus is mine: 

He shall my wants supply; 

His precious blood is nigh, 

Naught can my hope destroy; 
Jesus is mine. 


3 When earth shall pass away,— 
Jesus is mine,— 

In the great judgment day,— 
Jesus is mine,— 

Oh! what a glorious thing, 

Then to behold my King, 

On tuneful harp to sing, 
Jesus is mine. 


4 Father! thy name I bless; 
Jesus is mine; 

Thine was the sovereign grace; 
Praise shall be thine; 

Spirit of holiness! 

Sealing the Father’s grace, 

Thou mad’st my soul embrace 


Jesus, as mine. 
Henry J. M. Hope. 
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PROPIOR DEO. 665s, 4s. 





A. S. SuLLIvAN. 
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o 1 a Close to God. 


Nzarer, O God, to thee! 
Hear thou our prayer; 
Ev’n though a heavy cross 

Fainting we bear, 
Still all our prayer shall be 
Nearer, O God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee! 


2 If, where they led the Lord, 
We too are borne, 
Planting our steps in his, 
Weary and worn; 
There even let us be 
Nearer, O God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee! 


3 If thou the cup of pain 
Givest to drink, 
Let not the trembling lip 
From the draught shrink; 
So by our woes to be 
Nearer, O God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee! 


4 Though the great battle rage 
Hotly around, 
Still where our Captain fights 
Let us be found; 
Through toils and strife to be 
Nearer, O God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee! 








5 And when thou, Lord, once more 
Glorious shalt come, 

Oh, for a dwelling-place, 
In thy bright home! 

Through all eternity 

Nearer, O God, to thee, 


Nearer to thee! 
William W. How. 


BLA The Walk with God. 


WALKING with thee, my God, 
Saviour benign, 

Daily confer on me 
Converse divine: 

Jesus, in thee restored, 

Brother and blesséd Lord, 
Let it be mine. 


2 Walking with thee, my God, 
Like as a child 

Leans on his father’s strength, 
Crossing the wild; 

And by the way is taught 

Lessons of holy thought, 
Faith undefiled. 


3 Walking in reverence 
Humbly with thee, 

Yet from all abject fear 
Lovingly free: 

Ey’n as a friend with friend, 

Cheered to the journey’s end, 
Walking with thee, 


George Rawson. 


BETHANY. 6s, 4s. 


CHRISTIAN 


EXPERIENCE, 


LoweE.t Mason. 














Near-er, my God, to thee, 
Ev’n tho’ it 











Be 1 5 Genesis 28 : 10-22. 

Nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee! 

Ev’n though it be a cross 
That raiseth me! 

Still all my song shall be, 

Nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee! 


2 Though, like a wanderer, 
The sun gone down, 
Darkness be over me, 
My rest a stone, 
Yet in my dreams I’d be 
Nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee! 


MORE LOVE. 6s, 4s. 
| Ist. 
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Near-er to thee! 
be across ( Om7zt......---- 
D.C.—Nearer,my God, tothee, ( Ovzzt.....---- 
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{ Moreloveto thee,O ane Moreloveto thee! 


Hear thoutheprayerImake (Ovuzzz......----- 


) ; On bend-ed knee; 











) \ That raiseth me! Still all mysongshall be, Nearer, my God, to thee, 


) Near-er to thee! 
[~ 


3 There let the way appear, 
Steps unto heayen: 

All that thou sendest me, 
In mercy given; 

Angels to beckon me 

Nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee! 


4 Then, with my waking thoughts 
Bright with thy praise, 

Out of my stony griefs 
Bethel I 11 raise; 

So by my woes to be 

- Nearer, my God, to thee, 
Nearer to thee! 
Mrs. S. F. Adams. 


ys E. PERKINS. 
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Thisis my earnest plea,—More love,0 Christ,to thee, 








D.C.—More love, 0 Christ to thee, (Omzzt...-..----. ) Moreloveto thee! 
] o- p>. je (2 a 2 2 2 @ 
aes gal seas aes Fe ie ees es eaesie 
316 “ More love.” 


Mokrz love to thee, O Christ, 
More love to thee! 

Hear thou the prayer I make 
On bended knee; 

This is my earnest plea,— 

More love, O Christ, to thee, 
More love to thee! 


2 Once earthly joy I craved, 
Sought peace and rest; 

Now thee alone I seek,— 
Give what is best; 

This all my prayer shall be,— 

More love, O Christ, to thee, 
More love to thee! 


3 Let sorrow do its work, 
Send grief and pain; 

Sweet are thy messengers, 
Sweet their refrain, 

When they can sing with me, 

More love, O Christ, to thee, 
More love to thee! 


4 Then shall my latest breath 
Whisper thy praise, 
This be the parting ery 
My heart shall raise; 
This still its prayer shall be,— 
More love, O Christ, to thee, 


More love to thee! 
Urs. E. P. Prentiss, 
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Rospert Lowry. 
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3 1 We “A way they knew not.” 
Saviour! I follow on, 

Guided by thee, 
Seeing not yet the hand 

That leadeth me; 
Hushed be my heart and still, 
Fear I no further ill; 
Only to meet thy will 

My will shall be. 


2 Riven the rock for me 
Thirst to relieve, 

Manna from heaven falls 
Fresh every eve; 

Never a want severe 

Causeth my eye a tear, 

But thou dost whisper near, 
“Only believe!” 


3 Often to Marah’s brink 
Have I been brought; 

Shrinking the cup to drink, 
Help I have sought; 

And with the prayer’s ascent, 

Jesus the branch hath rent— 

Quickly relief hath sent, 
Sweetening the draught. 


4 Saviour! I long to walk 
Closer with thee; 

Led by thy guiding hand, 
Ever to be; 

Constantly near thy side, 

Quickened and purified, 

Living for him who died 
Freely for me! 


9 P Charles S. Robinson. 








o 1 8 “ Something for thee.” 

Saviour, thy dying love 
Thou gavest me: 

Nor should I aught withhold, 
Dear Lord, from thee: 

In love my soul would bow, 

My heart fulfill its vow, 

Some offering bring thee now, 
Something for thee. 


2 O’er the blest mercy-seat, 
Pleading for me, 

My feeble faith looks up, 
Jesus, to thee: 

Help me the cross to bear, 

Thy wondrous love declare, 

Some song to raise, or prayer, « 
Something for thee. 


3 Give me a faithful heart— 
Likeness to thee, 

That each departing day 
Henceforth may see 

Some work of love begun, 

Some deed of kindness done, 

Some wanderer sought and won, 
Something for thee. 


4 All that I am and haye— 
Thy gifts so free— 

Tn joy, in grief, through life, 
Dear Lord, for thee: 

And when thy face I see, 

My ransomed soul shall be, 

Through all eternity, 
Something for thee. 


S. Dryden Phelps. 
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MAGDALENE. 6s, 5s. 





J. B. Dykes. 
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81 9 A look from Christ. 


In the hour of trial, 
Jesus, plead for me; 
Lest by base denial 
I depart from thee; 
When thou see’st me waver, 
With a look recall, 
Nor for fear or favor 
Suffer me to fall. 


2 With forbidden pleasures 
Would this vain world charm; 
Or its sordid treasures 
' Spread to work me harm; 
Bring to my remembrance 
Sad Gethsemane, 
Or, in darker semblance, 
Cross-crowned Calvary. 


3 Should thy mercy send me 
Sorrow, toil, and woe; 
Or should pain attend me 
On my path below; 
Grant that I may never 
Fail thy hand to see; 
Grant that I may ever 
Cast my care on thee. 


4 When my last hour cometh, 
Fraught with strife and pain, 
When my dust returneth 
To the dust again; 
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On thy truth relying 
Through that mortal strife, 


Jesus, take me, dying, 


To eternal life. 
James Montgomery. 


3 2; O Earnest Longings. 


PuRER yet, and purer 
I would be in mind, 
Dearer yet and dearer 
Every duty find; 
Hoping still and trusting 
God without a fear, 
Patiently believing 
He will make all clear. 


2 Calmer yet and calmer 
Trial bear and pain, 

Surer yet and surer 
Peace at last to gain; 

Suffering still and doing, 
To his will resigned, 


And to God subduing 


Heart and will and mind. 


3 Higher yet and higher 
Out of clouds and night, 

Nearer yet and nearer 
Rising to the light— 

Oft these earnest longings 
Swell within my breast, 

Yet their inner meaning 


Ne’er can be expressed. 
Anon., 1558, 


EDINA. 6s, 5s. 


CONFLICT WITH SIN. 131 


H, S. Oakey. 
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S41) All for Jesus. 
Saviour, blesséd Saviour, 
Listen while we sing, 
Hearts and voices raising 
Praises to our King. 

All we have we offer, 
All we hope to be, 
Body, soul, and spirit, 

All we yield to thee. 


2 Great and ever greater 
Are thy mercies here, 
True and everlasting 
Are the glories there, 
Where no pain, or sorrow, 
Toil, or care, is known, 
Where the angel-legions 
Cirele round thy throne. 


3 Dark and ever darker 
Was the wintry past; 
Now a ray of gladness 
O’er our path is cast. , 
Every day that passeth, 
Every hour that flies, 
Tells of love unfeignéd, 
Love that never dies. 


4 Clearer still and clearer 
Dawns the light from heaven, 
In our sadness bringing 
News of sin forgiven. 
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Life has lost its shadows, 
Pure the light within; 
Thou hast shed thy radiance 


On a world of sin. 
Godfrey Thring, 


8 Os Oo “ Backward never looking.” 


NEARER, ever nearer, 
Christ, we draw to thee, 
Deep in adoration 
Bending low the knee: 
Thou for our redemption 
Cam’st on earth to die; 
Thou, that we might follow, 
Hast gone up on high. 


2 Onward, ever onward, 
Journeying o’er the road 
Worn by saints before us, 
Journeying on to God; 
Leaving all behind us 
May we hasten on, 
Backward never looking 
Till the prize is won. 


3 Higher then and higher 
Bear the ransomed soul, 
Earthly toils forgotten, 
Saviour, to its goal; 
Where in joys unthought of 
Saints with angels sing, 
Never weary raising 
Praises to their King. 


Godfrey Thring. 
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Oh, for ahearttopraisemyGod, A heart from sin setfree; Aheartthat always feels thy blood Sofree- a shed for me! 











i o; 3 “A clean heart.” 

OH, for a heart to praise my God, 
A heart from sin set free; 

A heart that always feels thy blood 


So freely shed for me! 


2 A heart resigned, submissive, meek, 
My dear Redeemer’s throne; 

Where only Christ is heard to speak, 
Where Jesus reigns alone! 


3 Oh, for a lowly, contrite heart, 
Believing, true, and clean! 

Which neither life nor death can part 
From him that dwells within. 


4 A heart in every thought renewed, 
And filled with love divine; 

Perfect, and right, and pure, and good; 
An image, Lord! of thine. | 


5 Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart; 
Come quickly from above; 

Write thy new name upon my heart,— 
Thy new, best name of Love. 


Charles Wesley. 


KORNTHAL. C. M. 





324 

Ou, for a thousand tongues to sing 

» My dear Redeemer’s praise! 

The glories of my God and King, 
The triumphs of his grace! 


Thanks for victory. 


2 My gracious Master and my God! 
Assist me to proclaim, 

To spread through all the earth abroad, 
The honors of thy name. 


3 Jesus—the name that calms my fears, 
That bids my sorrows cease; 

*T is music to my ravished ears; 
"Tis life, and health, and peace. 


4 He breaks the power of canceled sin, 
He sets the prisoner free; 

His blood can make the foulest clean; 
His blood availed for me. 


5 Let us obey, we then shall know, 
Shall feel our sins forgiven; 
Anticipate our heaven below, 


And own that love is heaven. 
Charles Wesleye 
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33 Ds 5 Martyr-faith. 

Guory to God! whose witness-train, 
Those heroes bold in faith, 

Could smile on poverty and pain, 
And triumph ey’n in death. 


2 Oh, may that faith our hearts sustain, 
Wherein they fearless stood, 

When, in the power of cruel men, 
They poured their willing blood. 


3 God whom we serye, our God, can save, 
Can damp the scorching flame, 

Can build an ark, can smooth the wave, 
For such as love his name. 


4 Lord! if thine arm support us still 
With its eternal strength, 

We shall o’ercome the mightiest ill, 
And conquerors prove at length. 


Moravian, tr. 


COURAGE AND CHEER. 133 


CHRISTMAS. C. M. 








f Arr. fr. HANDEL. 
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326 The Race. 

Awaks, my soul, stretch every nerve, 
And press with vigor on; 

A heavenly race demands thy zeal, 
And an immortal crown. 


2 A cloud of witnesses around 
Hold thee in full survey; 
Forget the steps already trod, 
And onward urge thy way. 


3 "Tis God’s all-animating voice, 
That calls thee from on high, 

°Tis his own hand presents the prize 
To thine aspiring eye. 


4 Blest Saviour, introduced by thee, 
Have I my race begun; 

And, crowned with victory, at thy feet 
I’ lay my honors down. 


Philip Doddrtdge. 


3 har The Warfare. 

Am I a soldier of the cross, 
A follower of the Lamb? 

And shall I fear to own his cause, 
Or blush to speak his name? 


2 Must I be carried to the skies 
On flowery beds of ease? 

While others fought to win the prize, 
And sailed through bloody seas? 


3 Are there no foes for me to face? 
Must I not stem the flood? 

Is this vile world a friend to grace, 
To help me on to God? 
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4 Sure I must fight, if I would reign; 
Increase my courage, Lord! 

I’ll bear the toil, endure the pain, 
Supported by thy word. 


5 Thy saints, in all this glorious war, 
Shall conquer, though they die; 

They view the triumph from afar, 
And seize it with their eye. 


6 When that illustrious day shall rise, 
And all thine armies shine 

In robes of victory through the skies, 
The glory shall be thine. 


Peaac Watts. 


328 “T’'m not ashamed.” 

I’m not ashamed to own my Lord, 
Or to defend his cause; 

Maintain the honor of his word, 
The glory of his cross. 


2 Jesus, my God!—I know his name— 
His name is all my trust; 

Nor will he put my soul to shame, 
Nor let my hope be lost. 


3 Firm as his throne his promise stands, 
And he can well secure 

What I’ve committed to his hands, 
Till the decisive hour. 


4 Then will he own my worthless name 
Before his Father’s face, 

And in the new Jerusalem 
Appoint my soul a place. 


lsaac Watts. 
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ALEXANDER. S. M. 


CHARLES ZEUNER. 
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3829 Our salvation near. 

Your harps, ye trembling saints, 
Down from the willows take: 
Loud to the praise of love divine 

Bid every string awake. 


2 Though in a foreign land, 
We are not far from home; 
And nearer to our house above 

We every moment come. 


3 His grace will to the end 
Stronger and brighter shine; 

Nor present things, nor things to come, 
Shall quench the spark divine. 


OLMUTZ. S. M. 
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4 When we in darkness walk, 
Nor feel the heavenly flame, 
Then is the time to trust our God, 
And rest upon his name. 


5 Soon shall our doubts and fears 
Subside at his control; 

His loving-kindness shall break through 
The midnight of the soul. 


6 Blest is the man, O God, 
Who stays himself on thee; 
Who waits for thy salvation, Lord, 
Shall thy salvation see. 


A. M. Toplady. 


Arr. by L. Mason. 
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Give to thewindsthy fears ; Hope, and be Sane God hears thy sighs and counts thy tears ; God shall lift up as head. 
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330 “ Be of good courage.” 

Grve to the winds thy fears; 
Hope, and be undismayed; 

God hears thy sighs and counts thy tears; 
God shall lift up thy head. 


2 Through waves, and clouds, and storms, 


He gently clears thy way; 
Wait thou his time; so shall this night 
Soon end in joyous day. 


3 What though thou rulest not! 
Yet heaven, and earth, and hell 
Proclaim, God sitteth on the throne, 
And ruleth all things well. 


4 Far, far above thy thought 
His counsel shall appear, 

When fully he the work has wrought, 
That caused thy needless fear. 


John Wesley, tx. 


Vv 


Se 1 ‘* Weigh not thy life.” 

My soul, weigh not thy life 
Against thy heavenly crown; 
Nor suffer Satan’s deadliest strife 

To beat thy courage down. 


2 With prayer and crying strong, 
Hold on the fearful fight, 

And let the breaking day prolong 
The wrestling of the night. 


3 The battle soon will yield, 
If thou thy part fulfill; 

For strong as is the hostile shield, 
Thy sword is stronger still. 


4 Thine armor is divine, 
Thy feet with victory shod; 

And on thy head shall quickly shine 
The diadem of God. 


Leonard Swain. 


COURAGE AND CHEER. 135 
LEIGHTON. S. M. H. W. Greatorex. 


SEE) eines = iS 
Mine _ eyes - sire he Lord; 


a bsasttah ist yt 
a aaa 


to plead his 
























































prom - is - es, be up - a) his word. 


























332 

Mine eyes and my desire 
Are ever to the Lord; 

I love to plead his promises, 
And rest upon his word. 


Psalm 25. 


2 Lord, turn to thee my soul; 
Bring thy salvation near: 

When will thy hand release my feet 
From sin’s destructive snare? 


3 When shall the sovereign grace 
Of my forgiving God 

Restore me from those dangerous ways 
My wandering feet have trod? 


4 Oh, keep my soul from death, 
Nor put my hope to shame! 
For I have placed my only trust 

In my Redeemer’s name. 


5 With humble faith I wait 
To see thy face again; 

Of Israel it shall ne’er be said, 
He sought the Lord in vain. 


338 Psalm co. 
ARISE, ye saints, arise! 
The Lord our Leader is; 
The foe before his banner flies, 
And victory is his. 


2 We follow thee, our Guide, 
Our Saviour, and our King! 

We follow thee, through grace supplied 
From heaven’s eternal spring. 


Isaac Watts. 


3 We soon shall see the day 
When all our toils shall cease; 
‘When we shall cast our arms away, 
And dwell in endless peace. 


4 This hope supports us here; 
It makes our burdens light; 
*T will serve our drooping hearts to cheer, 
Till faith shall end in sight. 


5 Till, of the prize possessed, 
We hear of war no more; 
And ever with our Leader rest, 


On yonder peaceful shore. 
Thomas Kelly. 


334 Psalm si. 

My spirit on thy care, 
Blest Saviour, I recline; 

Thou wilt not leave me to despair, 
For thou art love divine. 


2 In thee I place my trust; 
On thee I calmly rest: 

I know thee good, I know thee just, 
And count thy choice the best. 


3 Whate’er events betide, 
Thy will they all perform; 

Safe in thy breast my head I hide, 
Nor fear the coming storm. 


4 Let good or ill befall, 
It must be good for me,— 
Secure of having thee in all, 
Of having all in thee. 


Henry F. Lyte. 
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Lord! 
Is laid for your faith in his excellent word! 
What more can he say, than to you he 
hath said,— 
To you, who for refuge to Jesus have fled? 


2 *‘Fear not, I am with thee, oh, be not 
dismayed, 

For I am thy God, I will still give thee 
aid; 

Pll strengthen thee, help thee, and cause 
thee to stand, 

Upheld by my gracious, omnipotent hand. 


3 ‘*When through the deep waters I call 
thee to go, 

The rivers of sorrow shall not overflow; 

For I will be with thee thy trouble to bless, 

And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress. 


My grace, all-sufficient, shall be thy supply; 
The flame shall not hurt thee; I only design 
Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to refine. 


5 ‘‘Evn down to old age all my people 
Shall prove 

My sovereign, eternal, unchangeable love; 

And then, when gray hairs shall their tem- 
ples adorn, 

Like lambs they shall still in my bosom be 
borne. 


6 ‘*The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for 
repose, 

I will not—I will not desert to his foes; _ 

That soul—though all hell should endeavor 
to shake, 


I’ll never—no never—no never forsake!” 
George Keith, 


Gro. KiInGsLEy. 
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Arr, by T. Hastincs. 
D.C. 

















F 





O eyes that are wea-ry,and hearts that Xe sore! 
Look off un-to Je - sus,now (Ovz/t 











3 3 6 “‘ Tookiny unto Jesus.” 

O nyss that are weary, and hearts that are 
sore! 

Look off unto Jesus, now sorrow no more! 

The light of his countenance shineth so 
bright, 

That here, as in heaven, there need be no 
night. 

2 While looking to Jesus, my heart cannot 
fear; 

T tremble no more when I see Jesus near; 

I know that his presence my safeguard will 
be, 

*“Why are you troubled,” he saith un- 

to me. 

3 Still looking to Jesus, oh, may I be found, 

When Jordan’s dark waters encompass me 
round; 

They bear me away in his presence to be: 

T see him still nearer whom always I see. 


4 Then, then shall I know the full beauty 
and grace 

Of Jesus, my Lord, when I stand face to face; 

Shall know how his love went before me 
each day, 

And wonder that ever my eyes turned away. 


John N. Darby, 
3 3) 76 Psalm 23. 
Tue Lord is my Shepherd, no want shall I 
know; 
I feed in green pastures, safe-folded I rest; 


Heleadeth my soul wherethe still waters flow, 


Restores me when wandering, redeems 
when oppressed. 


2 Through the valley and shadow of death 
though I stray, 
Sincethou art my Guardian, no evil I fear; 
Thy rod shall defend me, thy staff be my stay ; 
No harm can befall, with my Comforter 
near. 





) ; sor-row nomore! The light of his countenanceshinethso bright, 


iD. C.—That here, as in heaven, there (Ovzzt......... ) need be nonight, 

















Jeena feeds. 
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a In the midst of affliction, my table is 
spread; 
With blessings unmeasured my cup run- 
neth o’er; 
With perfume and oil thou anointest my 
head; 
Oh, what shall I ask of thy providence 
more? 
4 Let goodness and merey, my bountiful 
God! 
Still follow my steps till I meet thee above; 
Iseek, by the path which my forefathers trod 
Through the land of their sojourn, thy 


kingdom of love. James Montgomery. 


SS 33 8 “Faint, yet pursuing.” 

THoueH faint, yet pursuing, we go on our 
way; 

The Lord is our Leader, his word is our stay; 

Tho’ suffering, and sorrow, and trial be near, 

The Lord is our Refuge, and whom can we 


fear? 

2 He raiseth the fallen, he cheereth the 
faint; 

The weak, and oppressed—he will hear their 
complaint; 


The way may be weary, and thorny the road, 
But how can we falter?-—our help is in God! 


3 And to his green pastures our footsteps 
_ he leads; 
His flock in the desert how kindly he feeds! 
The lambs in his bosom he tenderly bears, 
And brings back the wanderers all safe from 
* the snares. 
4 Though clouds may surround us, our God 
is our light; 
Though storms rage around us, our God is 
our might; 
So, faint yet pursuing, still onward we come; 
The Lord is our Leader, and heaven is our 


home! John N. Darby. 
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H. W. BaxKer. 
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33 9 Our Master. 
Art thou weary, art thou languid, 
Art thou sore distressed? 
“Come to me,” saith One, ‘‘and coming, 
Be at rest.” 


2 Hath he marks to lead me to him, 
If he be my Guide?— 
‘In his feet and hands are wound-prints, 
And his side,” 


3 Is there diadem, as Monarch, 
That his brow adorns?— 
““Yea, a crown, in very surety; 
But of thorns.” 


4 If I find him, if I follow, 
What his guerdon here?— 


LEAD ME ON. P. M. 

















“‘Many a sorrow, many a labor, 
Many a tear.” 


5 If still hold closely to him, 
What hath he at last?— 
‘«Sorrow vanquished, labor ended, 
Jordan passed.” 


6 If I ask him to receive me, 
Will he say me nay ?— 
‘‘Not till earth, and not till heaven 
Pass away.” 


7 Finding, following, keeping, struggling, 
Is he sure to bless?— 
‘Saints, apostles, prophets, martyrs, 


Answer, Yes.” 
John M. Neale, tr. 


C. C. CONVERSE. 
































8340 “ Tead me on.” 
TRAVELING to the better land, 
O’er the desert’s scorching sand, 
Father! let me grasp thy hand; 
Lead me on, lead me on! 


2 When at Marah, parched with heat, 
I the sparkling fountain greet, 
Make the bitter water sweet; 

Lead me on! : 


3 When the wilderness is drear, 

Show me Elim’s palm-grove near, 

And her wells, as crystal clear: 
Lead me on! 


4 Through the water, through the fire, 
Never let me fall or tire, 


Every step brings Canaan nigher: 
Lead me on! 


5 Bid me stand on Nebo’s height, 

Gaze upon the land of light, 

Then, transported with the sight, 
Lead me on! 


6 When I stand on Jordan’s brink, 
Never let me fear or shrink; 
Hold me, Father, lest I sink: 

Lead me on! 


7 When the victory is won, 

And eternal life begun, 

Up to glory lead me on! 
Lead me on, lead me on! 


Anon, 


COURAGE AND CHEER. 13 
MY LIFE FLOWS ON. P.M. R. Lowry. 
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2 What though my joys and comforts die? 
The Lord my Saviour liveth; 
What though the darkness gather round? 


in my soul—How can I keep from singing ? Songs in the night he giveth; 


@ @ G2.» -». No storm can shake my inmost calm, 
(ez : : | | = 2+] While to that refuge clinging; 
cae | = 2 Age ed F e || Since Christ is Lord of heaven and earth, 
(fae cece : RO 
341 ee pa inanaliiaie.® How can I keep from singing? 


My life fows on in endless'soug: 3 Llift my eyes; the cloud grows thin; 


af : I see the blue above it; 

Above earth’s lamentation, Sn dae aan th th 

I catch the sweet, though far-off, hymn te OY oe Saha tee ae eee 
; ; Since first I learned to love it; 

ees er oG, The peace of Christ makes fresh my heart 

Through all the tumult and the strife, acne eA NA OR ene 
AS iat lena A fountain ever springing; 

Pee ee eriste EC, All things are mine since I am his— 

It finds an echo in my soul— ites : 


See 
How can I keep from singing? How panda oes Anon. 
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3842 Watch.” 


3 Ne’er think the victory won, 
Nor lay thine armor down; 

Thine arduous work will not be done, 
Till thou obtain thy crown. 


4 Fight on, my soul, till death 


My soul, be on thy guard, 
Ten thousand foes arise; 

And hosts of sin are pressing hard 
To draw thee from the skies. 


z ad “Le a Bees apd Baby! Shall bring thee to thy God! 
R a a b a eh 8t ob a ate He’ll take thee at thy parting breath, 
ee ey eee tT? Up to his blest abode. 


And help divine implore. George Heath. 
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ST. ALBAN’S. 6s, ss. D. 





Arr. fr. HAYDN. 
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343 “Jehovah Nissi.” 
BricHtTiy gleams our banner, 
Pointing to the sky, 
Waving wanderers onward 
To their home on high. 
Journeying o’er the desert, 
Gladly thus we pray, 
And with hearts united, 
Take our heavenward way.—RezEe. 


2 Jesus, Lord and Master, 
At thy sacred feet, 

Here with hearts rejoicing 
See thy children meet; 


WALES. 83, 4s. 
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Often have we left thee, 
Often gone astray; 

Keep us, mighty Saviour, 
In the narrow way.—REF. 


3 All our days direct us 
In the way we go; 
Lead us on victorious 
Over every foe: 
Bid thine angels shield us 
When the storm-clouds lower; 
Pardon thou and save us 
In the last dread hour.—Rer. 


Thomas J. Potter, 


Welsh Melody. 
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Through thelove of God our Saviour, All will be well; Freeandchangelessis his fa - vor; 


D.8.—Strong the hand stretch’d out to shield us; 


























TINE. 


a 




















= 






All must be well. 
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All, all is well. Preciousis the blood that healed us; Per-fect is the grace that sealed us; 
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ST. GERTRUDE. 6s, ss. D. 
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Christ, the roy-al Mas-ter, Leads againstthe foe; Forward in - to 
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844 “ Fight the good fight.” 

Onwarp, Christian soldiers, 
Marching as to war, 

With the cross of Jesus 
Going on before. 

Christ, the royal Master, 
Leads against the foe; 

Forward into battle, 
See, his banners go.—Cuo. 


2 Like a mighty army, 
Moves the Church of God; 
Brothers, we are treading 
Where the saints have trod; 
We are not divided, 
All one body we, 
One in hope and doctrine, 
One in charity.—Cno. 


war,Withthecross of 





=e 


3 Crowns and thrones may perish, 
Kingdoms rise and wane, 
But the Church of Jesus 
Constant will remain; 
Gates of hell can never 
’Gainst that Church prevail; 
We have Christ’s own promise, 
And that cannot fail.—Cuo. 


Je-sus 


4 Onward, then, ye people, 
Join our happy throng; 
Blend with ours your voices 

In the triumph-song; 
Glory, laud, and honor, 

Unto Christ the King; 
This through countless ages, 


Men and angels sing.—CuHo. 
S. Baring-Gould, 





BAB fs, 45. “All is well.” 
TurovuasH the love of God our Saviour, 
All will be well; 
Free and changeless is his favor; 
All, all is well. 
Precious is the blood that healed us; 
Perfect is the grace that sealed us; 
Strong the hand stretched out to shield us; 
All must be well. 


2 Though we pass through tribulation, 
All will be well: 

Ours is such a full salvation; 
All, all is well. 


Happy stillin God confiding, 

Fruitful, if in Christ abiding, 

Holy, through the Spirit’s guiding, 
All must be well. 

3 We expect a bright to-morrow; 
All will be well; 

Faith can sing through days of sorrow, 
All, all is well. 

On our Father’s love relying, 

Jesus every need supplying, 

Or in living, or in dying, 
All must be well. 


Mrs. Mary B. Peters. 


142 CHRISTIAN EXPERIENCE. 


CASKEY. 7s, 6s. 


T. E. PERKINS. 
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To cheer it af-ter rain. 
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With heal-ing in his wings: Whencomfortsarede-clin-ing, Hegrantsthesoula - eee 

















-~ 846 Matthew 6: 25-3. 


Somerimgs a light surprises 
The Christian while he sings; 
It is the Lord who rise 
With healing in his wings: 
When comforts are declining, 
He grants the soul again 
A season of clear shining, 
To cheer it after rain. 


2 In holy contemplation, 
We sweetly then pursue 

The theme of God’s salvation, 
And find it ever new: 

Set free from present sorrow, 
We cheerfully can say, 

Let the unknown to-morrow 
Bring with it what it may. 


3 It can bring with it nothing, 
But he will bring us through; 

Who gives the lilies clothing, 
Will clothe his people too: 

Beneath the spreading heayens, 
No creature but is fed; 

And he who feeds the ravens, 
Will give his children bread. 


4 Though vine nor fig-tree neither, 
Their wonted fruit should bear, 
Though all the fields should wither, 
Nor flocks, nor herds be there; 








Yet God the same abiding, 

His praise shall tune my voice, 
For while in him confiding, 

I cannot but rejoice. 


William Cowper. 


3 AG Perfect peace. 
In heavenly love abiding, 
No change my heart shall fear, 
And safe is such confiding, 
For nothing changes here: 
The storm may roar without me, 
My heart may low be laid, 
But God is round about me, 
And can I be dismayed? 


2 Wherever he may guide me, 
No want shall turn me back; 

My Shepherd is beside me, 
And nothing can I lack: 

His wisdom ever waketh, 
His sight is never dim: 

He knows the way he taketh, 
And I will walk with him. 


3 Green pastures are before me, 
Which yet I have not seen; 
Bright skies will soon be o’er me, 
Where darkest clouds have been: 
My hope I cannot measure; 
My path to life is free; 
My Saviour has my treasure, 
And he will walk with me. 


Anna L. Waring. 


COURAGE AND CHEER. 
WEBB. 7s, 6s. D. \ G. J. Wess. 


Po He nis esa 


143 





























= 


Stand up!—standupfor Je-sus! Ye soldiers of the cross; Lift high hisroy-al ban - ner, 
b.s.—Till ev-ery foe is vanquished, 
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348 ‘Hawing done all, stand.” 
Stanp up!—stand up for Jesus! 
Ye soldiers of the cross; 
Lift high his royal banner, 
It must not suffer loss: 
From victory unto victory 
His army shall he lead, 
Till every foe is vanquished, 


And Christ is Lord indeed. ; Bo nayer waning here 
4 Stand up!—stand up for Jesus! 


The strife will not be long; 
This day, the noise of battle, 

The next, the victor’s song; 
To him that overcometh, 

A crown of life shall be; 


3 Stand up!—stand up for Jesus! 
Stand in his strength alone; 
The arm of flesh will fail you— 
Ye dare not trust your own; 
Put on the gospel armor, 
And, watching unto prayer, 
Where duty calls, or danger, 


2 Stand up!—stand up for Jesus! 
The trumpet call obey; 

Forth to the mighty conflict, 
In this his glorious day: 

“<Ye that are men, now serve him,” 


pee neo mpered foes; He with the King of glory 
Let courage rise with danger, Shall reign eternally! 


And strength to strength oppose. George Duffield. 
ST. AELRED. 8s, 3. 
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349 ‘* Peace, be still.” 

FteRcE raged the tempest o’er the deep, 

Watch did thine anxious servants keep, 

But thou wast wrapped in guileless sleep, 
Calm and still. 


3 The wild winds hushed; the angry deep 
Sank, like a little child, to sleep; 
The sullen billows ceased to leap, 
At thy will. 
‘ +» : 4 So, when our life is clouded o’er, 
Ke ae ae ot bids ge 08 ptt ia OSE And storm-winds drift us from the shore, 
“‘Oh, save us in our agony! j : ore, 
Thy word above the storm rose high Say, et ut ae a a 
6 I.” eace, be still. dh die ae 
Peace, be still. Urey e: 
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3 50 Ephesians 6; 1h. 

STAND up, my soul, shake off thy fears 
And gird the gospel armor on; 

March to the gates of endless joy, 
Where Jesus, thy great Captain’s gone. 


2 Hell and thy sins resist thy course, 
But hell and sin are vanquished foes; 

Thy Saviour nailed them to the cross, 
And sung the triumph when he rose. 


MISSIONARY CHANT. L. M. 


Beet os 
— 


3 Then let my soul march boldly on,— 
Press forward to the heavenly gate; 
There peace and joy eternal reign, 
And glittering robes for conquerors wait. 


4 There shall I wear a starry crown, 
And triumph in almighty grace, 
While all the armies of the skies 


Join in my glorious Leader’s praise. 
fsaac Watts. 


CHARLES ZEUNER. 
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351 Isaiah 40: 28-31, 
Awak#, our souls! away, our fears! 

Let every trembling thought be gone; 
Awake, and run the heavenly race, 

And put a cheerful courage on! 


2 True, ’tis a strait and thorny road, 
And mortal spirits tire and faint; 

But they forget the mighty God, 
Who feeds the strength of every saint— 


3 The mighty God, whose matchless power 


Is ever new and ever young, 








And firm endures, while endless years 
Their everlasting circles run. 


4 From thee, the overflowing spring, 
Our souls shall drink a fresh supply; 
While such as trust their native strength 
Shall melt away, and droop, and die. 


5 Swift as an eagle cuts the air, 
We’ll mount aloft to thine abode; 

On wings of love our souls shall fly, 
Nor tire amid the heavenly road! 


Isaac Watts, 


COURAGE AND CHEER. 
PARK STREET. oa M. PF. M. A. Venua, 
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352 
Fountain of grace, rich, full, and free, 
What need I, that is not in thee? 

Full pardon, strength to meet the day, 
And peace which none can take away. 


“* My springs in thee.” 


2 Doth sickness fill my heart with fear, 
*T is sweet to know that thou art near; 
Am I with dread of justice tried, 

*T is sweet to know that Christ hath died. 


3 In life, thy promises of aid 

Forbid my heart to be afraid; 

In death, peace gently vails the eyes,— 
Christ rose, and I shall surely rise. 


33 5 3 Jesus is forever mine. 
WHEN sins and fears, prevailing, rise, 
And fainting hope almost expires, 
To thee, O Lord, I lift my eyes; 
To thee I breathe my soul’s desires. 


James Edmeston. 


2 Art thou not mine, my living Lord? 
And can my hope, my comfort die? 
Tis fixed on thine almighty word— 


That word which built the earth and sky. 


3 If my immortal Saviour lives, 
Then my immortal life is sure; 

His word a firm foundation gives; 
Here may I build and rest secure. 


4 Here, O my soul, thy trust repose; 
If Jesus is for ever mine, 

Not death itself—that last of foes— 
Shall break a union so divine. 


10 P 


Anne Steele. 
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354 


My soul complete in Jesus stands! 
It fears no more the law’s demands; 
The smile of God is sweet within, 
Where all before was guilt and sin. 


‘Complete in Him.” 


2 My soul at rest in Jesus lives; 
Accepts the peace his pardon gives; 
Receives the grace his death secured, 
And pleads the anguish he endured. 


3 My soul its every foe defies, 

And cries—’Tis God that justifies! 

Who charges God’s elect with sin? 

Shall Christ, who died their peace to win? 


4 A song of praise my soul shall sing, 
To our eternal, glorious King! 

Shall worship humbly at his feet, 

In whom alone it stands complete. 


Mrs. G. W. Binsdale. 
355 2 Oor. 12:9. 
Ler me but hear my Saviour say, 
“Strength shall be equal to thy day;” 
Then I rejoice in deep distress, 
Leaning on all-sufficient grace. 


2 I can do all things—or can bear 

All suffering, if my Lord be there; 
Sweet pleasures mingle with the pains, 
While he my sinking head sustains. 


3 I glory in infirmity, 

That Christ’s own power may rest on me; 
When I am weak, then am I strong; 
Grace is my shield, and Christ my song. 


-Isaac Watts. 
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Forward,then, with courage go; Long we shall not dwell below; Soon tie joyful news will come, “Child, your Father nate es 
home! 




















856 “Come home.” 

BrerHreEn, while we sojourn here, But, from Satan’s malice free, 

Fight we must, but should not fear; Saints shall soon victorious be; 

Foes we have, but we’ve a Friend, Soon the joyful news will come, 

One that loves us to the end: “Child, your Father calls—come home!” 


Forward, then, with courage go; 
Be lode lor, None so oft mislead our feet 
Soon the joyful news will come, None: benecueien : 
‘‘Child, your Father calls—come home!” Take the fis ace aell within: 


3 But. of all the foes we meet, 


2 In the way a thousand snares Yet let nothing spoil our peace, 
Lie, to take us unawares; Christ shall also conquer these; 
Satan, with malicious art, Soon the joyful news will come, 
Watches each unguarded part: **Child, your Father calls—come home!”’ 


Joseph Swain, 


BROWN. C. M. W. B. BRADBURY. 
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3 5 76 Assurance. 


Wuen I can read my title clear 3 Let cares like a wild deluge come, 
To mansions in the skies, And storms of sorrow fall, 

I bid farewell to every fear, May I but safely reach my home, 
And wipe my weeping eyes. My God, my heaven, my all!— 

2 Should carth against my soul engage, 4 There shall I bathe my weary soul 
And fiery darts be hurled, In seas of heavenly rest; 

Then I can smile at Satan’s rage, And not a wave of trouble roli 
And face a frowning world, Across my peaceful breast. 


Isaac Watts, 


COURAGE AND CHEER. 


THEODORA. 7s. 
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Arr. fr, HANDEL. 









































8358 “The everlasting arms.” 
EVERLASTING arms of love 

Are beneath, around, above; 

He who left his throne of light, 
And unnumbered angels bright;— 


2 He who on the accurséd tree 
Gave his precious life for me; 
He it is that bears me on, 

His the arm I lean upon. 


PLEYEL’S HYMN. 7s. 











3 All things hasten to decay, 
Earth and sea will pass away; 
Soon will yonder circling sun 
Cease his blazing course to run. 


4 Scenes will vary, friends growstrange, 
But the Changeless cannot change: 
. Gladly will I journey on, 


With his arm to lean upon. 
John R. Macduff. 


IGNACE PLEYEL, 












































359 Isaiah 35: 8-10. 

Crimpren of the heavenly King, 
As ye journey, sweetly sing; 

Sing your Saviour’s worthy praise, 
Glorious in his works and ways. 


2 Ye are traveling home to God 
In the way the fathers trod; 
They are happy now, and ye 
Soon their happiness shall see. 


3 Shout, ye little flock, and blest! 
You on Jesus’ throne shall rest; 
There your seat is now prepared; 
There your kingdom and reward. 


4 Fear not, brethren; joyful stand 
On the borders of your land; 
Jesus Christ, your Father’s Son, 
Bids you undismayed go on. 


5 Lord, submissive make us go, 
Gladly leaving all below; 

Only thou our Leader be, 

And we still will follow thee. 


John Cennick, 


860 Redeeming Love. 

Now sean the heavenly theme, 
Sing aloud in Jesus’ name; 

Ye who Jesus’ kindness prove, 
Triumph in redeeming love. 


2 Ye who see the Father’s grace 
Beaming in the Sayviour’s face, 
As to Canaan on ye move, 
Praise and bless redeeming love. 


3 Mourning souls, dry up your tears; 
Banish all your guilty fears; 

See your guilt and curse remove, 
Canceled by redeeming love. 


4 Welcome, all by sin opprest, 
Welcome to his sacred rest; 
Nothing brought him from above, 
Nothing but redeeming love. 


5 Hither, then, your music bring, 
Strike aloud each joyful string; 
Mortals, join the host above, 


Join to praise redeeming love. 
John Langford. 


148 CHRISTIAN EXPERIENCE. 
FATHERLAND. 55s, a 5S. Western Melody. 
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3 61 ‘* Still lead on.” 


Jusus, still lead on 3 When we seek relief 


From a long-felt grief, 


ses Cae i aaa When temptations come, alluring 
ee eno ay De Make us patient and enduring, 


We will follow, calm and fearless; ae : 
Guide us by thy hend Show us that bright shore, 


To our Fatherland. Where we weep no more. 


4 Jesus, still lead on, 
Till our rest be won; 
Heavenly Leader, still direct us, 
Still support, console, protect us, ' 


2 If the way be drear, 
If the foe be near, 
Let not faithless fears o’ertake us, 
Let not faith and hope forsake us; Till, wesaataly stand 
For, through many a foe, : 
In our Fatherland. 
To our home we go. Jane Borthwick, tr. 


SARUM. 8s, 4s. J. Hurvan. 
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3 6 2 ‘* We follow thee.” 


TrrovuceH good report, and evil, Lord, Be in ee on before oe — 
Still guided by thy faithful word,— ug oo meee ey Peasy we ea 
Our staff, our buckler, and our sword,— 2 RRSP Beet Sey Ae ened 

We follow thee. We follow thee. 
5 j eat 4 Whom have we in the heaven above, 
errr ne MA pe Whom on this earth, save thee, to love? 


We lean on thee, the Crucified; Guill in-tley tat mic eee att 
Forsaking all on earth beside, ‘ ; 
We follow thee! 


We follow thee. Horatius Bonar. 
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LOVE DIVINE. 8s, 7s. D. 
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363 
Love divine, all love excelling, — 

Joy of heaven, to earth come down! 
Fix in us thy humble dwelling, 

All thy faithful mercies crown: 
Jesus! thou art all compassion, 

Pure, unbounded love thou art; 
Visit us with thy salvation, 

Enter every trembling heart. 


“ Finish thy new creation.” 


; 
2 Breathe, oh, breathe thy loving Spirit, 


Into every troubled breast! 
Let us all in thee inherit, 

Let us find the promised rest: 
Come, almighty to deliver, 

Let us all thy life receive! 
Speedily return, and never, 

Never more thy temples leave! 


3 Finish then thy new creation, 
Pure, unspotted may we be: 

Let us see our whole salvation 
Perfectly secured by thee! 

Changed from glory into glory, 
Till in heaven we take our place; 

Till we cast our crowns before thee, 


Lost in wonder, love, and praise. 
Charles Wesley. 


364 The reproach of Christ. 
Cross, reproach, and tribulation! 
Ye to me are welcome guests, 
When I have this consolation, 

That my soul in Jesus rests. 
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The reproach of Christ is glorious! 
Those who here his burden bear, 
In the end shall prove victorious, 


And eternal gladness share. 
L. A. Gotter, tr. 


3 6 5 Psalin 91. 
Cauu Jehovah thy salvation, 

Rest beneath the Almighty’s shade; 
In his secret habitation 

Dwell, and never be dismayed: 
There no tumult can alarm thee, 

Thou shalt dread no hidden snare; 
Guilt nor violence can harm thee, 

In eternal safeguard there. 


2 From the sword, at noon-day wasting, 
From the noisome pestilence; 
In the depth of midnight, blasting, 
God shall be thy sure defence: 
Fear not thou the deadly quiver, 
When a thousand feel the blow; 
Mercy shall thy soul deliver, 
Though ten thousand be laid low. 


3 Since, with pure and firm affection, 
Thou on God hast set thy love, 
With the wings of his protection 
He will shield thee from above; 
Thou shalt call on him in trouble, 
He will hearken, he will save; 
Here, for grief reward thee double, 
Crown with life beyond the grave. 


James Montgomery. 
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ELLESDIE. 8s, 7s. D. 


Ayr, fr. Mozart. 
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Je-sus, I my cross Hee Pe All toleave,and ae thee; Naked,poor,despis’d, for-sak-en, 


D.8.—Yet how rich is my con- ini 







































































866 Bearing the Oross. 
Jesus, I my cross have taken, 
All to leave, and follow thee; 
Naked, poor, despised, forsaken, 
Thou, from hence, my all shalt be! 
Perish, every fond ambition, 
All I’ve sought, or hoped, or known, 
Yet how rich is my condition, 
God and heaven are still my own! 


2 Let the world despise and leave me, 
They have left my Saviour, too; 

Human hearts and looks deceive me— 
Thou art not, like them, untrue; 

Oh, while thou dost smile upon me, 
God of wisdom, love, and might, 

Foes may hate, and friends disown me, 
Show thy face, and all is bright. 


3 Man may trouble and distress me, 
*T will but drive me to thy breast; 

Life with trials hard may press me; 
Heaven will bring me sweeter rest! 

Oh, ’tis not in grief to harm me, 
While thy love is left to me; 

Oh, ’t were not in joy to charm me, 
Were that joy unmixed with thee. 


4 Go then, earthly fame and treasure! 
Come, disaster, scorn, and pain! 

In thy service, pain is pleasure, 
With thy favor, loss is gain. 

I have called thee—Abba, Father! 
I have stayed my heart on thee! 


~~ FINE. D:8. 
Thou,from hence, my allshalt be! Perish,every fond ambition, AllI’ve sought,or hoped, pan 
God and heavenare still my own! 
~ 
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Storms may howl, and clouds may gather, 


All must work for good to me. 
Henry F. Lyte. 


367 _ The Orown coming. 


Sout, then know thy full salvation, 
Rise o’er sin, and fear, and care; 

Joy to find in every station 
Something still to do or bear. 

Think what Spirit dwells within thee; 
Think what Father’s smiles are thine; 

Think that Jesus died to win thee! 
Child of heaven, canst thou repine? 


2 Haste thee on from grace to glory, 
Armed by faith and winged by prayer! 
Heaven’s eternal day’s before thee, 
God’s own hand shall guide thee there: 
Soon shall close thy earthly mission, 
Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days, 
Hope shall change to glad fruition, 
Faith to sight, and prayer to praise. 
Henry F. Lyte. 
3 68 A spotless soul. 
JEsus, who on Calvary’s mountain 
Poured thy precious blood for me, 
Wash me in its flowing fountain, 
That my soul may spotless be. 


2 In thy word I hear thee saying, 
Come and I will give you rest; 

Now the gracious call obeying, 
See, I hasten to thy breast. 


Anon., 1855. 


COURAGE AND CHEER. 
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W. F. SHERWIN. 
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Way is thy faith, O child of God, so small?- 

Why doth thy heart shrink back at duty’s 
call? 

Art thou obeying this—‘‘ Abide in me,” 

And doth the Master’s word abide in thee? 


‘A bide in me.” 


2 Oh, blest assurance from our risen Lord! 
Oh, precious comfort breathing from the 


Word! 
How great the promise! could there great- 
er be? [thee!” 


“Ask what thou wilt, it shall be done for 


NETTLETON. 


8s, 7s, D. 




















Sarina ses! 


3 “Ask what thou wilt,” but oh, remember 
this, — 

We ask and have not, for we ask amiss 

When, weak in faith, we only half believe 

That what we ask we really shall receive. 

4 Increase our faith, and clear our vision, 
Lord; 

Help us to take thee at thy simple word, 

No more with cold distrust to bring thee 
grief; 

Lord, we believe! help thou our unbelief. 

W. F. Sherwin. 


A. NETTLETON. 

























Come, thou Fount ofevery blessing, Tune my heart to sing Gap grace; 
Streams of mercy,never ceasing, Call for songs of loudest praise; 
D.C.—Praise the mount—I ’m fixed upon it!—Mount of thy redeeming love. 






i} [above; 
Teach me some melodious sonnet, Sung by flaming tongues 
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Come, thou Fount of every blessing, 
Tune my heart to sing thy grace; 
Streams of mercy, never ceasing, 
Call for songs of loudest praise; 
Teach me some melodious sonnet, 
Sung by flaming tongues above; 
Praise the mount—I ’m fixed upon it!— 
Mount of thy redeeming love. 


2 Here I’ll raise mine Eben-ezer; 
Hither by thy help I’m come; 
And I hope, by thy good pleasure, 

Safely to arrive at home. 


‘* Hben-ezer.”” 


Jesus sought me when a stranger, 
Wandering from the fold of God; 

He, to rescue me from danger, 
Interposed his precious blood. 


3 Oh, to grace how great a debtor 
Daily I’m constrained to be! 
Let thy goodness, like a fetter, 
Bind my wandering heart to thee; 
Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it; 
Prone to leave the God I love; 
Here’s my heart; oh, take and seal it; 
Seal it for thy courts above. 


Robert Robinson. 
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Welsh melody. 
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Loox to Jesus! till, reviving, 
Faith and love thy life-springs swell, 
Strength for all good things deriving; 
Jesus hath done all things well. 
Work, while it is called to-day, 
Works which shall not fade away. 


“ Looking unto Jesus.” 


2 Look to Jesus, prayerful waking 
Where thy feet on roses tread; 
Follow, worldly pomp forsaking, 
_ With thy cross, where he hath led. 
Baffled shall the tempter flee, 
And God’s angels come to thee. 


3 Look to Jesus, when, dark lowering, 
* Perils thy horizon dim; 
Once from him a band fell cowering; 
Calm in tempests, look on him; 
Wind and billow, fire and flood,— 
Forward! brave by trusting God. 


4 Look to Jesus still to shield thee, 
When no longer thou may’st live; 
In that last need, he will yield thee 
Peace the world can never give; 
He who finished all for thee 
Takes thee, then, with him to be. 
Tr. fr. Swedish, 
ail eo “Tried, Precious, Sure.”’—Isa. 28: 16. 
TurovueH the yesterday of ages, 

Jesus, thou hast been the same; 
Through our own life’s checkered pages, 
Still the one dear changeless name; 

Well may we in thee confide, 
Faithful Saviour, proved and tried. 


2 Joyfully we stand and witness 
Thou art still to-day the same; 
In thy perfect, glorious fitness, 
Meeting every need and claim; 
Chiefest of ten thousand thou! 
Saviour, O most precious, now! 


3 Gazing down the far forever, 
Brighter glows the one sweet name, 

Steadfast radiance paling never, 
Jesus, Jesus! still the same; 

Evermore thou shalt endure, 

Our own Saviour, strong and pure. 


Frances R. Havergal. 

378  “Ohrist, our Head.” 
Ris, ye children of salvation, 

All who cleave to Christ the Head: 
Wake, arise! O mighty nation, 

Ere the foe on Zion tread— 
He draws nigh, and would defy 
All the hosts of God most high. 


2 Saints and heroes long before us, 
Firmly on this ground have stood: 
See their banners waving o’er us— 
“*Conquerors through the Saviour’s 
blood!” 
Ground we hold, whereon of old 
Fought the faithful and the bold. 


3 When his servants stand before him 
Hach receiving his reward; 

When his saints in light adore him, 
Giving glory to the Lord— 

Victory! our song shall be, 


Like the thunder of the sea! 
Tr. fr. Falckner, 
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GRANGE. 8s, 7s, 7. 


R. B. BortHwIck, 




















fils: 





Berit oete ; 


Master,speak! thy servant ee forthy aos sek Cure for PA voice that cheereth; 














a 











ae 























Prirress rissa aa — 


Master, let it now os heard. f AS 


ee ea: forthee; Whathastthou to say to me? 


























374 

Master, speak! thy servant heareth, 
Longing for thy gracious word, 

Longing for thy voice that cheereth; 
Master, let it now be heard. ; 

I am listening, Lord, for thee; 

What hast thou to say to me? 


1 Samuel 8: 10. 


2 Often through my heart is pealing 
Many another voice than thine; 
Many an unwilled echo stealing 
From the walls of this thy shrine. 
Let thy longed-for accents fall; 
Master, speak! and silence all. 


3 Master, speak! I do not doubt thee, 
Though so tearfully I plead; 

Saviour, Shepherd! oh, without thee 
Life would be a blank indeed. 

But I long for fuller light, 

Deeper love and clearer sight. 


4 Speak to me by name, O Master, 
Let me know it is to me; 

Speak, that I may follow faster, 
With a step more firm and free, 
Where the Shepherd leads the flock, 

Tn the shadow of the rock! 


frances R, Havergal. 


3875 “Jesus only!” 

“‘Jusus only!” In the shadow 
Of the cloud so chill and dim, 
We are clinging, loving, trusting, 
He with us, and we with him: 

All unseen, though ever nigh, 


«Jesus only!”-—all our ery. 


2 ‘‘Jesus only!” in the glory, 

When the shadows all are flown, 
Seeing him in all his beauty, 

Satisfied with him alone; 
May we join his ransomed throng, 
«Jesus only!”—all our song! 

frances R. Havergal. 

3876 “ He knoweth our frame.” 

Yus, he knows the way is dreary, 
Knows the weakness of our frame, 
Knows that hand and heart are weary, 

He in all points felt the same. 
He is near to help and bless; 
Be not weary, onward press. 


2 Look to him, who once was willing 
All his glory to resign, 
That, for thee the law fulfilling, 
All his merit might be thine. 
Strive to follow, day by day, 
Where his footsteps mark the way. 


3 Look to him, the Lord of Glory, 
Tasting death to win thy life; 

Gazing on that wondrous story, 
Canst thou falter in the strife? 

Ts it not new life to know 

That the Lord hath loved thee so? 


4 Look to him, and faith shall brighten, 
Hope shall soar, and love shall burn, 
Peace once more thy heart shall lighten; 

Rise, he calleth thee, return! 
Be not weary on thy way; 


Jesus is thy strength and stay. 
Frances R, Havergal. 
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None but Christ: his merit hides me, He was aon am fair; None but er wisdom guides me, He was out-cast—I’m his care. 
























None but Jesus. 


5 were 

None but Christ: his merit hides me, 
He was faultless—I am fair: 

None but Christ, his wisdom guides me, 
He was out-cast—I ’m his care. 


2 None but Christ: his Spirit seals me, 
Gives me freedom with control; 

None but Christ, his bruising heals me, 
And his sorrow soothes my soul. 


3 None but Christ: his life sustains me, 
Strength and song to me he is; 
None but Christ, his love constrains me, 


He is mine and I am his. 
Mrs. Anne R. Coustn. 
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Jesus only, when the morning 
,.Beams upon the path I tread; 
Jesus only, when the darkness 
Gathers round my weary head. 


“Jesus only.” 


2 Jesus only, when the billows 
Cold and sullen o’er me roll; 
Jesus only, when the trumpet 
Rends the tomb and wakes the soul. 


3 Jesus only, when, adoring, 

Saints their crowns before him bring; 
Jesus only, I will, joyous, 

Through eternal ages sing. 


Elias Nason. 
Arr. by L. Mason. 
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3 G9 “With you always.” Se SO A Living Christ. 


Auways with us, always with us— 
Words of cheer and words of love; 

Thus the risen Saviour whispers, 
From his dwelling-place above. 


2 With us when we toil in sadness, 
Sowing much and reaping none; 

Telling us that in the future 
Golden harvests shall be won. 


3 With us when the storm is sweeping 
O’er our pathway dark and drear; 

Waking hope within our bosoms, 
Stilling every anxious fear. 


4 With us in the lonely valley, 
When we cross the chilling stream— 
Lighting up the steps to glory 


With salvation’s radiant beam. 
Edwin H. Nevin. 


Now I xnow the great Redeemer, 
Know he lives and spreads his fame; 

Lives—and all the heavens adore him; 
Lives—and earth resounds his name. 


2 My Redeemer lives within me, 
Lives—and heavenly life conveys; 
Lives—and glory now surrounds me; 

Lives—and I his name shall praise. 


3 Pardon, peace, and full salvation 
From my living Saviour flow; 

Light, and life, and consolation, — 
All the good I e’er can know. 


4 Soon shall I behold my Saviour; 
He who lives and reigns above, 
Lives—and I shall live for ever, 


Live and sing redeeming love! 
Richard Burnham. 
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SING FOR JESUS. P. M. s Puivip PHILLIPs. 








































































Oh,help me sing for Je-sus, Helpme tell the sto-ry, Of him whodid re-deem us, The Lord of life a a ry. 
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881 “« Uy blessed Mastér.”’ 
I wit sing for Jesus, 

With his blood he bought me, 
And all along my pilgrim way 

His loving hand has brought me. 


2 Can there overtake me 
Any dark disaster 
While I can sing for Jesus, 
My blesséd, blesséd Master?—Cuo. 


3 I will sing for Jesus, 
His name alone prevailing, 
Bele pied he story; Shall be my sweetest music, 


Of him who did redeem us, ate 
Tha Lord of life and glory. When heart and flesh are failing.— CHO. 


Cuo.—Oh, help me sing for Jesus, 


DOMINUS REGIT.: P. M. JaB: Pi 





















































382 Psalm 23. 
eo nepherd as, With thee, dear Lord, beside me, 


4 In death’s dark vale I fear no ill 


Whose goodness faileth never, 
I nothing lack if I am his, 
And he is mine for ever. 


Thy rod and staff my comfort still, 
Thy cross before to guide me. 


5 Thou spread’st a table in my sight, 
Thy unction grace bestoweth, 

And, oh, what transport of delight 
From thy pure chalice floweth. 


6 And so through all the length of days 
Thy goodness faileth never, 


2 Where streams of living water flow 
My ransomed soul he leadeth, 

And where the verdant pastures grow, 
With food celestial feedeth. 


3 Perverse and foolish, oft I strayed, 


But yet in love he sought me, ' 5 : 
And on his shoulder gently laid, Good en epost) no yueee ey Dea 
Bet Within thy house for ever. 
And home, rejoicing, brought me Henry W. Baker. 


CHRISTIAN EXPERIENCE. 
LA MONTE. P. EMMELAR. 
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383 ' Ohrist our Rest. 
O nove, that wilt not let me go, 
I rest my weary soul in thee; 
I give thee back the life I owe, 
That in thine ocean depths its flow 
May richer, fuller be. 
2 O Light, that followest all my way, 
I yield my flickering torch to thee; 
My heart See ats por owed ol And from the ground there blossoms red 
That in thy sunshine’s blaze its day Lite thakietall seni ws 
May brighter, fairer be. : BAe. 










































































3 O Joy, that seekest me through pain, 
I cannot close my heart to thee; 
I trace the sunshine through the rain, 
And feel the promise is not vain 
That morn shall tearless be. 
4 O Cross, that liftest up my head, 
I dare not ask to fly from thee; 
I lay in dust life’s glory dead, 


EVERY DAY. P. M. W. H. Doane. 
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eres more than life to me,lam ERS closetothee; 
Let thy precious blood applied, Keep meever,ever near thy (Omit) side. Every day, ieee 
D.c.—May thy tender love to me Bind me closer, closer, Lord, to (Om7t) thee. 
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Fir ber May thy tender love to me 
hour, Let me feel thy cleansing power: Bind me closer, closer, Lord, to thee. 
2 Through this changing world below, 
Lead me gently, gently as I go; 
Trusting thee, I cannot stray, 
I can never, never lose my way.—ReEr, 




















day and hour, 
38 4 “ Olinging.”’ 
Saviour, more than life to me, 
Iam clinging, clinging close to thee; 
Let thy precious blood applied, 
Keep me ever, ever near thy side. Mrs. F.C. Van Alstyne. 


3 Let me love thee more and more, 

Till this fleeting, fleeting life is o’er; 

Till my soul is lost in love, 

Ina brighter, brighter world above.—Rer. 
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Come, Jesus, Redeemer, abide thou with me; 

Come, gladden my spirit that waiteth for 
thee; 

Thy smile every shadow shall chase from my 
heart, 

And soothe every sorrow though keen be 
the smart. 


2 Without thee but weakness, with thee I 
am strong; 

By day thou shalt lead me, by night be my 
song; 

Though dangers surround me, I still every 
fear, 

Since thou, the Most Mighty, my Helper, 
art near. 


“T will come to you.” 


3 Thy love, oh, how faithful! so tender, so 
pure! 

Thy promise, faith’s anchor, how steadfast 
and sure! 


That love, like sweet sunshine, my cold 


heart can warm, 
That promise make steady my soul in the 
storm. 


4 Breathe, breathe on my spirit, oft ruffled, 
thy peace: 

From restless, vain wishes, bid thou my 
heart cease; 

In thee all its longings henceforward shall 
end, 

Till, glad, to thy presence my soul shall 
ascend. 


5 Oh, then, blesséd Jesus, who once for me 
died, 

Made clean in the fountain that gushed 
from thy side, 

I shall see thy full glory, thy face shall be- 


hold, 
And praise thee with raptures for ever un- 
told ! Ray Palmer. 


3 86 “ Distresses for Christ's sake.” 

For what shall I praise thee, my God and 
my King, 

For what blessings the tribute of gratitude 
bring? 

Shall I praise thee for pleasure, for health, 
or for ease, 

For the sunshine of youth, for the garden 
of peace? 


2 For this I should praise; but if only for 
this, 

T should leave half untold the donation of 
bliss! 

I thank thee for sickness, for sorrow, and 
care, 

For the thorns I have gathered, the anguish 
I bear ;— 


3 For nights of anxiety, watching, and tears, 
A present of pain, a prospective of fears; 
I praise thee, I bless thee, my Lord and my 


God, 
For the good and the evil thy hand hath be- 
stowed! Mrs. C. Fry Witsot. 
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Jusus! name of wondrous love! 
Name all other names above! 
Unto which must every knee 
Bow in @eep humility. 


The name ‘‘ Jesus.” 


2 Jesus! name decreed of old: 
To the maiden mother told, 
Kneeling in her lowly cell, 

By the angel Gabriel. 


3 Jesus! name of priceless worth 
To the fallen sons of earth, 

For the promise that it gave— 

“« Jesus shall his people save.” — 


4 Jesus! only name that’s given 
Under all the mighty heaven, 
Whereby man, to sin enslaved, 
Bursts his fetters, and is saved. 


5 Jesus! name of wondrous love! 
Human name of God above; 
Pleading only this we flee, 
Helpless, O our God, to thee. 


Wititam W, How. 


ST. BEES. 7s. 
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888 “Tmmanuel.”’ 
SwxETER sounds than music knows’ 
Charm me in Immanuel’s name; 
AW her hopes my spirt owes 
To his birth, and cross, and shame. 





2 When he came, the angels sung, 
“*Glory be to God on high:” 
Lord, unloose my stammering tongue; 

Who should louder sing than 1? 











3 Did the Lord a man become, ay 
That he might the law fulfill, me 
Bleed and suffer in my room,— ie 

And canst thou, my tongue, be still? 


4 No; I must my praises bring, 
Though they worthless are, and weak 

For should I refuse to sing, ‘ 
Sure the very stones would speak. 

5 O my Saviour! Shield and Sun, 
Shepherd, Brother, Lord, and Friend— 

Every precious name in one! a 
I will love thee without end. 









John Newton. 
J. B. Dyxes. 
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389 “ Altogether lovely.” 

Harts has nothing sweet or fair, 
Lovely forms or beauties rare, 

But before my eyes they bring 
Christ, of beauty Source and Spring. 


2 When the morning paints the skies, 
When the golden sunbeams rise, 
Then my Saviour’s form I find 
Brightly imaged on my mind. 









3 When the star-beams pierce the ni 
Oft I think on Jesus’ light; ae 
Think how bright that light will be, 
Shining through eternity. rae 


4 Come, Lord Jesus! and dispel _ 
This dark cloud in which I dwell, 
And to me the power impart 

To behold thee as thou art. 


Frances E. Cox, tr. 
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Still for thee my powers em -ploy. 








































~ Christ, the Spring of all my joy, 
till in thee let me be found, 
Still for thee my powers employ. 


_ 2 Fountain of o’erflowing grace! 
Freely from thy fullness give; 
_ Till I close my earthly race, 

Be it ‘‘Christ for me to live!”’ 


_ 3 Firmly trusting in thy blood, 

_ Nothing shall my heart confound; 

Safely I shall pass the flood, 
Safely reach Immanuel’s ground. 


When I touch the blesséd shore, 
ack the closing waves shall roll! 
eath’s dark stream shall nevermore 


5, et from thee my ravished soul. 
nae 
5 Thus—oh, thus an entrance give 


¥ _ To the land of cloudless sky; 
Having known it ‘‘Christ to live,” 
uet me know it ‘‘gajn to die.” 


ve’s sweet lesson to obey; 
‘Sweeter lesson cannot be, 
ving him who first loved me. 


‘ Vith a child-like heart of love, 
At thy bidding may I move; 
Prompt to serve and follow thee, 
Loying him who first loved me. 


4 
eft 


Ralph Wardlaw. 





3 Teach me all thy steps to trace, 
Strong to follow in thy grace; 
Learning how to love from thee, 
Loving him who first loved me. 


4 Love in loving finds employ— 
In obedience all her joy; 

Eyer new that joy will be, 
Loving him who first loved me. 


5 Thus may I rejoice to show 
That I feel the love I owe; 
Singing, till thy face I see, 

Of his love who first loved me. 


Jane E, Leeson. 


8392 “Ohrist, the Crucified.” 

Asx ye what great thing I know 

That delights and stirs me so? 

What the high reward I win! 

Whose the name I glory in? 
Jesus Christ, the Crucified. 


2 Who is life in life to me? 

Who the death of death will be? 

Who will place me on his right 

Witb. the countless hosts of light? 
Jesus Christ, the Crucified. 


3 This is that great thing I know; 
This delights and stirs me so; 
Faith.in him who died to save, 
Him who triumphed o’er the grave, 
Jesus Christ, the Crucified. 


Benjamin H. Kennedy, 


160 
ARMENIA. C. M. 
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S. B. Ponp. 
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393 Loving and Beloved. 

Do nor I love thee, O my Lord? 
Behold my heart, and see; 

And turn the dearest idol out 
That dares to rival thee. 


2 Is not thy name melodious still 
To mine attentive ear? 

Doth not each pulse with pleasure bound, 
My Saviour’s voice to hear? ° 


3 Hast thou a lamb in all thy flock 
I would disdain to feed? 

Hast thou a foe, before whose face 
I fear thy cause to plead? 


4 Would not my heart pour forth its blood 
In honor of thy name? 

And challenge the cold hand of death 
To damp the immortal flame? 


5 Thou knowest that I love thee, Lord; 
But, oh, I long to soar 
Far from the sphere of mortal joys, 
And learn to love thee more. 
Philip Doddridge. 


ST. PETER. C. M. 


afte erence ‘eat aye 





394 
Buexsr Jesus! when my soaring thoughts 
O’er all thy graces rove, 
How is my soul in transport lost, — 
In wonder, joy, and love! 


“ He vw precious.” 


2 Not softest strains can charm my ears, 
Like thy belovéd name; 

Nor aught beneath the skies inspire 
My heart with equal flame. 


3 Where’er I look, my wondering eyes 
Unnumbered blessings see; 

But what is life, with all its bliss, 
If once compared with thee? 


4 Hast thou a rival in my breast? 
Search, Lord, for thou canst tell 
If aught can raise my passions thus, 

Or please my soul so well. 


5 No; thou art precious to my heart, 
My portion and my joy: 

For ever let thy boundless grace 
My sweetest thoughts employ. 


0. Heginbotham. 


A. R. REINAGLE. 
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395 Psalm 71. 

My Saviour! my almighty Friend; 
When I begin thy praise, 


Where will the growing numbers end,— 
The numbers of thy grace? 


2 Thou art my everlasting trust; 
Thy goodness I adore; 

And, since I knew thy graces first, 
I speak thy glories more. 








3 My feet shall travel all the length 
Of the celestial road; 

And march, with courage in thy strength, 
To see my Father God. 


4 How will my lips rejoice to tell 
The victories of my King! 

My soul, redeemed from sin and hell, 
Shall thy salvation sing. 


Isaac Watts, 


LOVE, AND COMMUNION WITH CHRIST, 


HOLY CROSS. C. M. 
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4 Arr. fr. MENDELSSOHN. 






































396 

Jzxsus! I love thy charming name, 
"Tis music to mine ear; 

Fain would I sound it out so loud, 
That earth and heaven should hear. 


‘ His name Jesus.” 


2 Yes!—thou art precious to my soul, 
My transport and my trust; 

Jewels, to thee, are gaudy toys, 
And gold is sordid dust. 


HEBER. C. M. 


3 All my capacious powers can wish, 
In thee doth richly meet; 

Not to mine eyes is light so dear, 
Nor friendship half so sweet. 


4 Thy grace still dwells upon my heart, 
And sheds its fragrance there;— 
The noblest balm of all its wounds, 
The cordial of its care. 
Philip Doddridge. 


Geo. KinGSLEy. 
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397 
How sweet the name of Jesus sounds 
In a believer’s ear! 
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds, 
And drives away his fear. 


2 It makes the wounded spirit whole, 
And calms the troubled breast; 

*T is manna to the hungry soul, 
And to the weary, rest. 


3 Jesus! my Shepherd, Guardian, Friend, 
My Prophet, Priest, and King; 

My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End, 
Accept the praise I bring. 


4 Weak is the effort of my heart, 
And cold my warmest thought; 

But when I see thee as thou art, 
I’U praise thee as I ought. 


5 Till then I would thy love proclaim, 
With every fleeting breath; 
And may the music of thy name, 
Refresh my soul in death. 

1 Pil 


John Newton. 


e- 2222 
eee pe : croc pee ane 
“ He is precious.” 8398 “Jesus only.” 


Jesus, the very thought of thee, 
With sweetness fills my breast ; 

But sweeter far thy face to see 
And in thy presence rest. 


2 Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame, 
Nor can the memory find 

A sweeter sound than thy blest name, 
O Saviour of mankind! 


3 O Hope of every contrite heart! 
O Joy of all the meek! 

To those who fall, how kind thou art! 
How good to those who seek! 


4 But what to those who find? 
Nor tongue nor pen can show; 

The love of Jesus, what it is, 
None but his loved ones know. 


Ah! this, 


5 Jesus, our only joy be thou, 
As thou our prize wilt be; 
Jesus, be thou our glory now, 

And through eternity. 


Edward Caswatl, tte 
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My faith looks up to thee, Thou Lamb of Calvary,Saviour divine! /Now hear me whileI pray, ! 
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399 «Look unto Me.” 

My faith looks up to thee, 

Thou Lamb of Calvary, . 
Saviour divine! 

Now hear me while I pray, 

Take all my guilt away, 

Oh, let me from this day 
Be wholly thine! 


3 While life’s dark maze I tread, 
And griefs around me spread, 
Be thou my guide; 
Bid darkness turn to day, 
Wipe sorrow’s tears away, 
Nor let me ever stray 
From thee aside. 


4 When ends life’s transient dream, 

When death’s cold, sullen stream 
Shall o’er me roll, 

Blest Saviour! then, in love, 

Fear and distrust remove; 


2 May thy rich grace impart 

Strength to my fainting heart; 
My zeal inspire; 

As thou hast died for me, 


ay my sl es ae b Oh, bear me safe above, 
ure, warm, and changeless be, ‘A eaeeieene is 


A living fire! Ray Palmer. 
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= =I 5 4 
(i caelealais i 23 tals 2d 


Peace, perfect peace, inthisdark worldof sin? Theblood of Je-suswhispers peace with - in. 
4 | | 
St sie es NS eee =e BIB #6 
eee = re Beis eas oe 
barges a r 


4 Peace, perfect peace, with loved ones far 


















































400 “ Peace, perfect peace.” 
Peace, perfect peace, in this dark world of wey 

BAe 2 ; In Jesus’ keeping we are safe and they, 
The blood of Jesus whispers peace within. 5 Peace, perfect peace, our future all un- 


known? 


2 Peace, perfect peace, by thronging duties Jesus we know, and he is on the throne. 


pressed? 6 Peace, perfect peace, death shadowing us 
To do the will of Jesus, this is rest, and ours? 
Jesus has vanquished death and all its powers. 


3 Peace, perfect peace, with sorrows surg- 7 It is enough; earth’s struggles soon shall 
ing round? cease, 


On Jesus’ bosom naught but calm is found. And Jesus call us to heaven’s perfect peace, 
&. H, Bicker steth. 
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401 “Ashamed of me.” 

Jusus! and shall it ever be, 

A mortal man ashamed of thee? 

Ashamed of thee, whom angels praise, 
Whose glories shine through endless days? 


2 Ashamed of Jesus! sooner far 
Let evening blush to own a star; 
He sheds the beams of light divine 
O’er this benighted soul of mine. 


3 Ashamed of Jesus! that dear Friend 
On whom my hopes of heaven depend! 
No; when I blush, be this my shame, 
That I no more revere his name. 


4 Ashamed of Jesus! yes, I may, 
When I’ve no guilt to wash away; 
No tear to wipe, no good to crave, 
No fears to quell, no soul to save. 


5 Till then—nor is my boasting vain— 
Till then, I boast a Saviour slain! 

And, oh, may this my glory be 

That Christ is not ashamed of me! 


Joseph Grigg. 
402 
Jesus, thou Joy of loving hearts, 
Thou Fount of life! thou Light of men! 
From the best bliss that earth imparts, 
We turn unfilled to thee again. 


Jesus all in all. 


2 Thy truth unchanged hath ever stood; 
Thou savest those that on thee call; 

To them that seek thee thou art good, 
To them that find thee, All in All. 


CANONBURY. L. M. 
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3 We taste thee, O thou Living Bread, 
And long to feast upon thee still; 

We drink of thee, the Fountain Head, 
And thirst our souls from thee to fill! 


4 Our restless spirits yearn for thee, 
Where’er our changeful lot is cast; 

Glad, when thy gracious smile we see, 
Blest, when our faith can hold thee fast. 


5 O Jesus, ever with us stay; 

Make all our moments calm and bright; 
Chase the dark night of sin away, 

Shed o’er the world thy holy light! 


Ray Palmer, tr. 
4038 
Ou, not my own these verdant hills, 
And fruits and flowers, and stream, and 
wood; 
But his who all with glory fills, 
Who bought me with his precious blood. 


‘Not your own.” 


2 Oh, not my own this wondrous frame, 
Its curious work, its living soul; 

But his who for my ransom came; 
Slain for my sake, he claims the whole. 


3 Oh, not my own the grace that keeps 
My feet from fierce temptations free; 

Oh, not my own the thought that leaps, 
Adoring, blesséd Lord, to thee. 


4 Oh, not my own; I’ll soar and sing, 
When life, with all its toils, is o’er, 
And thou thy trembling lamb shalt bring 


Safe home, to wander nevermore. 
Samuel F, Smith. 


Arr. fr SCHUMANN. 
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404 “To live is Christ.” 

JxEsus, who on his glorious throne 
Rules heaven, and earth, and sea, 

Is pleased to claim me for his own, 
And give himself to me. 


3 His word of promise is my food, 
His Spirit is my guide; 

‘Thus daily is my strength renewed, 
And all my wants supplied. 


: 4 For him I count as gain each loss, 
2 His person fixes all my love, : : ‘ 
. Disgrace for him renown; 

His blood removes my fear; : 
NAA Ile he aloode t b Well may I glory in my cross, 
ee ae ee tye ae While he prepares my crown. 


His arm preserves me here. John Newton. 


J. B. DyxKes. 




























Dear Refuge of my wea-ry soul, On thee,when sorrows rise,On thee, when waves of trouble roll, My fainting hope re - lies. 
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405 Strength, Fortress, Refuge. 406 “Whom unseen, we love.” 
Dear Refuge of my weary soul, Jusus, these eyes have never seen 
On thee, when sorrows rise, That radiant form of thine! 
On thee, when waves of trouble roll, The vail of sense hangs dark between 
My fainting hope relies. Thy blesséd face and mine! 
2 To thee J tell each rising grief, 2 I see thee not, I hear thee not, 
For thou alone canst heal; Yet art thou oft with me; 
Thy word can bring a sweet relief And earth has ne’er so dear a spot, 
For every pain I feel. As where I meet with thee. 
3 But, oh, when gloomy doubts prevail, 3 Like some bright dream that comes un- 
I fear to call thee mine; When slumbers o’er me roll, [sought, 
The springs of comfort seem to fail, Thine image ever fills my thought, 
And all my hopes decline. And charms my ravished soul. 
4 Yet, gracious God, where shall I flee? 4 Yet though I have not seen, and still 
Thou art my only trust; Must rest in faith alone; 
And still my soul would cleave to thee, I love thee, dearest Lord!—and will, 
Though prostrate in the dust. Unseen, but not unknown. 
5 Thy mercy-seat is open still, 5 When death these mortal eyes shall seal, 
Here let my soul retreat, And still this throbbing heart, 
With humble hope attend thy will, The rending vail shall thee reveal, 
And wait beneath thy feet. pare All glorious as thou art! 
ne Steele, 


Ray Palmer. 
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Thy death it is that frees us From deathe -ter-nal- ly. 
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408 “The world’s true Light.” 

O onE with God the Father 
In majesty and might, 

The brightness of his glory, 
Eternal Light of light; 

O’er this our home of darkness 
Thy rays are streaming now; 

The shadows flee before thee, 


407 Never separated. 
I xnow no life divided, 
O Lord of life, from thee; 
In thee is life provided 
For all mankind and me: 
I know no death, O Jesus, 
Because I live in thee; 
Thy death it is that frees us 


From death eternally. 


2 I fear no tribulation, 
Since, whatsoe’er it be, 

It makes no separation 
Between my Lord and me. 
If thou, my God and Teacher, 

Vouchsafe to be my own, 
Though poor, I shall be richer 
Than monarch on his throne. 


3 If, while on earth I wander, 
My heart is right and blest, 
Ah, what shall I be yonder, 
In perfect peace and rest? 
Oh, blesséd thought! in dying 
We go to meet the Lord, 
Where there shall be no sighing, 
A kingdom our reward. 


Richard Masste, tt. 


The world’s true Light art thou. 


2 Yet, Lord, we see but darkly :— 
O heavenly Light, arise, 

Dispel these mists that shroud us, 
And hide thee from our eyes! 

We long to track the footprints 
That thou thyself hast trod; 

We long to see the pathway 
That leads to thee our God. 


3 O Jesus, shine around us 
With radiance of thy grace; 
O Jesus, turn upon us 
The brightness of thy face. 
We need no star to guide us, 
As on our way we press, 
If thou thy light vouchsafest, 


O Sun of righteousness! 
William H, How. 
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RAYNOLDS. 
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EXPERIENCE. 


Arr. fr. MENDELSSOHN. 
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409 


“We would see Jesus.” 


We would see Jesus—for the shadows 
lengthen 
Across this little landscape of our life; 
We would see Jesus, our weak faith to 
strengthen 


For the last weariness—the final strife. 


2 We would see Jesus—the great Rock 
Foundation, 
-Whereon our feet were set with sovereign 
grace; 
Not life, nor death, with all their agitation, 
Can thence remove us, if we see his face. 


3 We would see Jesus—other lights are pal- 
ing, 
Which for long years we have rejoiced to 
see; 
The blessings of our pilgrimage are failing, 
We would not mourn them, for we go to 
thee. 


4 We would see Jesus—this is all we’re 
needing, 
Strength, joy, and willingness come with 
the sight; 
We would see Jesus, dying, risen, pleading, 
Then welcome day, aud farewell mortal 
night! 


Anon., 1858. 


41 O “A little while.” 
Ox, for the peace which floweth like a 
river, 
Making life’s desert places bloom and 
smile! 
Oh, for the faith to grasp heaven’s bright 
“*for ever,” 
Amid the shadows of earth’s ‘‘little while!” 


2 A little while for patient vigil-keeping, 
To face the storm, to battle with the 
strong; 
A little while to sow the seed with weeping, 
Then bind the sheaves and sing the har- 
vest song! 


3 A little while to keep the oil from failing, 
A little while faith’s flickering lamp to 
trim; 
And then, the Bridegroom’s coming foot- 
steps hailing, 
To haste to meet him with the bridal 
hymn! 


4 And he who is himself the gift and giver, — 

The future glory and the present smile, — 

With the bright promise of the glad ‘for 
ever” 

Will light the shadows of the “little 


LY ” 
while! Mrs. Jane Crewdson, 
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41] “Jesus is my friend.” 5 The sun that lights mine eyes 
Srncz Jesus-is my friend, Is Christ, the Lord I love; 
And I to him belong, I sing for joy of that which lies 


It matters not what foes intend, Stored up for me above. 


C. Winkworth, tr. 
However fierce and strong. 


4. 1 2 Unseen, we love. 


2 He whispers in my breast Nor with our mortal eyes 
Sweet words of holy cheer, Have we beheld the Lord; 
How they who seek in God their rest Yet we rejoice to hear his name; 
Shall ever find him near;— And love him in his word. 
3 How God hath built above 2 On earth we want the sight 
A city fair and new, Of our Redeemer’s face; 
Where eye and heart shall see and prove Yet, Lord, our inmost thoughts delight 
What faith has counted true. To dwell upon thy grace. 
4 My heart for gladness springs; 3 And when we taste thy love, 
It cannot more be sad; Our joys divinely grow 
For very joy it smiles and sings,— -  Unspeakable, like those above, 
Sees naught but sunshine glad. And heaven begins below. ‘ i 
saac Watts, 
SEIR. S. M. Lower Mason. 
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4 1 34 Psalm 23. 
Tue Lord my Shepherd is, 
I shall be well supplied; 
Since he is mine, and I am his, 
What can I want beside? 












































4 While he affords his aid, 
I cannot yield to fear; 

Tho’ I should walk thro’ death’s dark shade, 
My Shepherd’s with me there. 


5 In spite of all my foes, 
Thou dost my table spread; 
My cup with blessings overflows, 
And joy exalts my head. 


2 He leads me to the place 
Where heavenly pasture grows, 
Where living waters gently pass, 
And full salvation flows. 
6 The bounties of thy love 
rane Shall crown my future days; 
eee me Oe, aaa Nor from thy house will I remove, 
4 } k th ise. 
Pe ahe nose holy nstac. Nor cease to speak thy praise eee 


3 If e’er I go astray, 
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What can I give 


J. B. Herperr. 
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4 14 All for Jesus. 
Wuar can I give to Jesus, Whatever may befall. 
Who gave himself for me? This will I give to Jesus, ete. 
How can I show my love to him 3 Thy Spirit give, Lord Jesus, 
Who died on Calvary? To strengthen me for this; 
Myself I give to Jesus, That I may have thy loving smile, 
Who gave himself for me: And share thine endless bliss. 
Thus will I show my love to him Then shall I give to Jesus 
Who died on Calvary. 


A song more sweet, more free; 

2 I give my life to Jesus, And ever show my love to him 
My strength and health and all; Who died on Calvary. 
J. B. DyKeEs. 
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Friend of sinners! Lord of ia i re i Musing o’er thy wondrous story, Fain wouldI thy praises sing. 
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Al 5 “Brother, King!” 




















ee he ’ll be my constant Friend, 


J. Jacobs. 















































Famunn of sinneret Lord of glory! Praise we must the grace whieh gave us 
Tay iyo miehenls baeehee aren Jesus Christ, the sinner’s Friend. 

Musing o’er thy wondrous story, 3 Oh, to love and serve thee better! 
Fain would I thy praises sing., From all evil set us free; 

2 Friend to help us, comfort, save us, Broa, bord, Overy sat aon 
In whom power and pity blend, Be each thought conformed to thee. 


Newman Hall, 
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BUDLEIGH. P. M. T. M. Mupte. 
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Al 6 “ My Beloved.” 
I ur my heart to thee, 
Saviour divine! 
For thou art all to me, 
And I am thine. 
Is there on earth a closer bond than this, 


That ‘‘my Beloved’s mine, and I am his?” 


2 Thine am I by all ties; 
But chiefly thine, 

That through thy sacrifice, 
Thou, Lord, art mine. 


aati 


3 To thee, thou bleeding Lamb, 
I all things owe; 
All that I have and am, 
And all I know. 
All that I have is now no longer mine, 
And I am ‘not mine own; Lord, I am thine. 


4 How ean I, Lord, withhold 
Life’s brightest hour 
From thee; or gathered gold, 
Or any power ? [thee, 
Why should I keep one precious thing from 


By thine own cords of love, so sweetly wound When thou hast given thine own dear self 


Around me, I to thee am closely bound. 


PENKIVELL. 


6s, 58. 


for me? C. EB. Mudie. 
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Christian,work for Jesus, Who onearth ee thee ees wearied,suffered,—Diedup-on the tree. 

















ee i 


| 
ALG “Work for Jesus.” 
CHRISTIAN, work for Jesus, 
Who on earth for thee 
Labored, wearied, suffered,— 
Died upon the tree. 


ie 


2 Work with lips so fervid 
That thy words may prove 

Thou hast brought a message 
From the God of love. 


3 Work with heart that burneth, 
Humbly at his feet 


ie ees ‘SST cH 


Priceless gems to offer, 
For his crown made meet. 


4 Work with prayer unceasing, 
Borne on faith’s strong wing, 

Earnestly beseeching 
Trophies for the King, 

5 Work while strength endureth, 
Until death draw near; 

Then thy Lord’s sweet welcome 


Thou in heaven shalt hear. 
M. Hastock, 
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4 1 8 Faith. 4 DB: O Contentment. 


’T is by the faith of joys to come, 

We walk through deserts dark as night; 
Till we arrive at heaven, our home, 

Faith is our guide, and faith our light. 


2 The want of sight she well supplies; 
She makes the pearly gates appear; 
Far into distant worlds she pries, 
And brings eternal glories near. 


3 Cheerful we tread the desert through, 
While faith inspires a heavenly ray; 
Though lions roar, and tempests blow, 
And rocks and dangers fill the way. 


Isaac Watts. 


419 Faith. 
By faith in Christ I walk with God, 

With heaven, my journey’s end, in view; 
Supported by his staff and rod, 

My road is safe and pleasant too. 


2 Though snares and dangers throng my 
path, 
And earth and hell my course withstand, 
T triumph over all by faith, 
Guarded by his almighty hand. 


3 The wilderness affords no food, 

But God for my support prepares, 
Provides me every needful good, 

And frees my soul from wants and cares. 


4 With him sweet converse I maintain; 
Great as he is, I dare be free; 

I tell him all my grief and pain, 
And he reveals his love to me. 


Jokn Newton. 


O Lorp, how full of sweet content 
Our years of pilgrimage are spent! 
Where’er we dwell, we dwell with thee, 
In heaven, in earth, or on the sea. 


2 To us remains nor place nor time: 
Our country is in every clime: 

We can be calm and free from care 
On any shore, since God is there. 


3 While place we seek, or place we shun, 
The soul finds happiness in none; 

But with our God to guide our way, 

*Tis equal joy to go or stay. 


4 Could we be cast where thou art not, 
That were indeed a dreadful lot; 

But regions none remote we call, 
Secure of finding God in all. 


William Cowfger, tr. 


421 
So Ler our lips and lives express 
The holy gospel we profess; 

So let our works and virtues shine, 
To prove the doctrine all divine. 


Consistency. 


2 Thus shall we best proclaim abroad 
The honors of our Saviour God; 
When his salvation reigns within, 
And grace subdues the power of sin. 


3 Religion bears our spirits up, 
While we expect that blesséd hope,— 
The bright appearance of the Lord: 
And faith stands leaning on his word. 


Isaac Watts. 
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Ox, gift of gifts! oh, grace of faith! 
My God! how can it be 

That thou, who hast descerning love, 
Shouldst give that gift to me? 


Faith. 


2 How many hearts thou mightst have had 
More innocent than mine! 

How many souls more worthy far 
Of that sweet touch of thine! 


3 Ah, grace! into unlikeliest hearts 
It is thy boast to come, 

The glory of thy light to find 
In darkest spots a home. 


4 The crowd of cares, the weightiest cross, 
Seem trifles less than light— 

Earth looks so little and so low 
When faith shines full and bright. 


5 Oh, happy, happy that I am! 
Tf thou canst be, O Faith, 

The treasure that thou art in life, 
What wilt thou be in death! 


Frederick W. Faber. 
41D, 3 Godly sincerity. 
Wak in the light! so shalt thou know 
That fellowship of love, 
His Spirit only can bestow, 
Who reigns in light above. 


. 2 Walk in the light! and thou shalt find 
Thy heart made truly his, 

Who dwells in cloudless light enshrined, 
In whom no darkness is. 





3 Walk in the light! and ev’n the tomb 
No fearful shade shall wear; 

Glory shall chase away its gloom, 
For Christ hath conquered there. 


4 Walk in the light! and thou shalt see 

_ Thy path, though thorny, bright, 

For God by grace shall dwell in thee, 
And God himself is light. 


424 Faith. 

Farr adds new charms to earthly bliss 
And saves me from its snares; 

Its aid, in every duty, brings, 
And softens all my cares. 


Bernard Barton. 


2 The wounded conscience knows its power 
The healing balm to give; 

That balm the saddest heart can cheer; 
And make the dying live. 


3 Wide it unvails celestial worlds, 
Where deathless pleasures reign; 

And bids me seek my portion there, 
Nor bids me seek in vain. 


4 It shows the precious promise sealed 
With the Redeemer’s blood; 

And helps my feeble hope to rest 
Upon a faithful God. 


5 There—there unshaken would I rest, 
Till this frail body dies; 
And then, on faith’s triumphant wings, 


To endless glory rise. 
Daniel Turner. 


172 CHRISTIAN EXPERIENCE, 
ROSEFIELD. 7s, 61. C. Maran. 








Bless-ed are the sons of God, They are bought with Christ's own blood; 


They areransomed from the grave; Life e -ter-nal they shall have: *) arith them numbered may we be, Here,andine - ter-ni- 
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4 7) 5 Brotherly Love. 4 2 6 Psalm 23, 
BuESsED are the sons of God, SHEPHERD! with thy tenderest love, 
They are bought with Christ’s own blood; . Guide me to thy fold above; 
They are ransomed from the grave; Let me hear thy gentle voice; 
Life eternal they shall have: More and more in thee rejoice; 
With them numbered may we be, From thy fullness grace receive, 
Here, and in eternity. Ever in thy Spirit live. 
2 They are justified by grace, 2 Filled by thee my cup o’erflows, 
They enjoy the Saviour’s peace; For thy love no limit knows: 
All their sins are washed away; Guardian angels, ever nigh, 
They shall stand in God’s great day: Lead and draw my soul on high; 
With them numbered may we be, Constant to my latest end, 
Here, and in eternity. Thou my footsteps wilt attend. 
3 They are lights upon the earth, 3 Jesus, with thy presence blest, 
Children of a heavenly birth,— Death is life, and labor rest; 
One with God, with Jesus one: Guide me while I draw my breath, 
Glory is in them begun: Guard me through the gate of death; 
With them numbered may we be, And at last, oh, let me stand, 
Here, and in eternity. With the sheep at thy right hand. 
Joseph Humphreys. Anon., 1865. 
GUIDE. 7s, 61. . M. M. Wetts. 
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42°F Psalm 181. 

Quiet, Lord, my froward heart, 
Make me teachable and mild, 

Upright, simple, free from art, 


Calmly to thy wisdom leave: 
*T is enough that thou wilt care; 
Why should I the burden bear? 


Make me as a weanéd child: 3 As a little child relies 
From distrust and envy free, On a care beyond his own, 
Pleased with all that pleases thee. Knows he’s neither strong nor wise, 
: Fears to stir a step alone;— 
2 What thou shalt to-day provide, , Je a 
Pickus ad a Sela cid ae ‘ Let me thus with thee abide, 
What to-morrow may betide, : As my Father, Guard, and Guide. 


John Newton. 
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42 8 Guidance and Growth. 

Come thou, oh, come: 

Sweetest and kindliest, 

Giver of tranquil rest 

Unto the weary soul; 

In all anxiety 

With power from heaven on high 
Console. 


















































3 Come thou, oh, come: 
Glorious and shadow-free, 
Star of the stormy sea, 
Light of the tempest-tost; 
Harbor our souls to save 
When hope upon the wave 
Ts lost. 


4 Come thou, oh, come: 
Joy in life’s narrow path, 
Hope in the hour of death, 
Come, Blessed Spirit, come; 
Lead thou us tenderly, 

Till we shall find with thee 


2 Come thou, oh, come: 
Help in the hour of need, 
Strength of the broken reed, 
Guide of each lonely one; 
Orphans’ and widows’ stay, 
Who tread in life’s hard way 











l Our home. 
Alone. G. Moultirze, tr. 
HALLE. j7s, 61. Arr. by T. Hastines. 
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f For the beauty of the earth, For the glo-ry of the cag 
For the love xii from our birth Over fy around us a ora of all, to thee we raise This our oll psalm of praise. 
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429 Gratitude. 
For the beauty of the earth, 
For the glory of the skies, 
For the love which from our birth 























Pleasures. pure and undefiled; 
Lord of all, to thee we raise 
This our grateful psalm of praise. 


Over and around us lies: 3 For thy church that evermore 
Lord of all, to thee we raise Lifts her holy hands above, 
This our grateful psalm of praise. Offering up on every shore 


ts : ‘ Her pure sacrifice of love; 
he the joy ol bumen love, Lord of all, to thee we raise 


Brother, sister, parent, child; : : 
; 2 : ‘4 , 1 lm of : 
Friends on earth, and friends above, This oun graterily pea eae os Waea 
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English melody, 
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‘fe be py day. 


small, still whisper, “Tis for thee.” From my heart sa burden rolled away! Happyday. Frommy heart the burden rolled reat! 




















430 


“The burden rolled away.” 


Make the desert garden bloom awhile: 
When my weakness leaneth on his might, 
All seems light. 


, 3 Lleave it all with Jesus day by day; 
Faith can firmly trust him, come what may. 
Hope has dropped her anchor, found her 


I ner it all with Jesus long ago, 

All my sins I brought him and my woe; 
When by faith I saw him on the tree, 
Heard hissmall, still whisper, ‘‘’Tis for thee.’ 
From my heart the burden rolled away! 


Happy day. rest, 


2 I leave it all with Jesus, for he knows 
How to steal the bitter from life’s woes; 


In the calm sure haven of his breast; 
Love esteems it heaven to abide 


How to gild the tear-drop with his smile, 


TRUST. P. M. 





At his side. 


Ellen H. Willits. 
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oN 1 “ Full Salvation.” 

{ am trusting thee, Lord Jesus, 
Trusting only thee! 


Trusting thee for full salvation, 
Great and free. 





2 IT am trusting thee for pardon, 
At thy feet I bow; 
For thy grace and tender mercy, 
Trusting now. 


3 Lam trusting thee for cleansing 
In the crimson flood; 
Trusting thee to make me holy 
By thy blood. 


ese zoe 


4 Iam trusting thee to guide me; 
Thou alone shalt lead, 
Every day and hour supplying 
All my need. 
5 Lam trusting thee for power, 
Thine can never fail; 
Words which thou thyself shalt give me 
Must prevail. 
6 Iam trusting thee, Lord Jesus; 
Never let me fall; 
I am trusting thee for ever, 
And for all. 


Frances R, Havergal, 
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Still by con- stant mer - cy fed, Give me, Lord, my dai - ly _ bread. 
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= ot te Dit mak ti ee 3 Out of thee are shades of death, 

ae sf ay oe eet ae . Weary ways, and hours unblest; 
, to learn this lesson well! Shadow of the Rock, beneath 


Still by constant mercy fed, 


Thee al : 
Give me, Lord, my daily bread. hee alone are joy and rest 


4 Till the race of life be run, 
Till my soul in rest be laid, 
God of gods, thou art my Sun; 


2 Lord, my times are in thy hand; 
All my sanguine hopes haye planned, - 


To thy wisdom I resign, Sg * God. he tk Nadal 

And would make thy purpose mine. ae te ee Monsell. 
3 Thou my daily task shalt give: 434 “Hallowed be thy name.” 

Day by day to thee I live: Hoty, holy, holy Lord, 

So shall added years fulfil, In the highest heavens adored, 

Not mine own—my Father’s will. Author of all nature’s frame, 


4 Fond ambition, whisper not; Father! hallowed be thy name. 


Happy is my humble lot. 2 Though estranged from thee in heart, 
Anxious, busy cares, away! Doubtless thou our Father art: 
I’m provided for to-day. From thy hand our spirits came: 


5 Oh, to live exempt from care Father! hallowed be thy name. 


By the energy of prayer; 3 Nor by nature’s tie alone 

Strong in faith, with mind subdued, Thou art as our Father known: 

Yet elate with gratitude! Nearer now, in Christ, our claim: 
J. Conder. 


Father! hallowed be thy name. 
433 “The Shadow of a Great Rock." 
pore Or meaty Hock, Filial love, the Spirit’s seal; 


8 ee nes ey lane k Cleansed from guilt,redeemed from shame: 
Hide me from the tempest’s shock, Father! hallowed be thy name. 


Let me in thy shelter stand. 
5 Whether, then, in want or wealth, 
: lea ps ee cod, Joy or sorrow, pain or health, 
ee ee te ni aa ie Sia Still our prayer shall be the same: 
adow on the heavenward road, : t hallowed. berth. x 
Let me find my shade in thee. Patt eee J. Conder. 


4 Born anew, oh, may we feel 
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TuomAS HASTINGS. 
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435 Grace. 

Grace! ’tis a charming sound! 
Harmonious to mine ear! 

Heaven with the echo shall resound, 


And all the earth shall hear. 


2 Grace first contrived a way 
To save rebellious man; 

And all the steps that grace display, 
Which drew the wondrous plan. 


3 Grace led my roving feet 
To tread the heavenly road; 

And new supplies each hour I meet 
While pressing on to God. 


4 Grace all the work shall crown, 
Through everlasting days; 

It lays in heaven the topmost stone, 
And well deserves the praise. 


436 God our Father. 

Herz I can firmly rest; 
I dare to boast of this, 

That God, the highest and the best, 
My Friend and Father is. 


Philip Doddridge. va 


2 Naught have I of my own, 
Naught in the life I lead; ° 

What Christ hath given, that alone 
I dare in faith to plead. 


3 Lrest upon the ground 
Of Jesus and his blood; 

It is through him that I have found 
My soul’s eternal good. 











——= 


4 At cost of all I have, 
At cost of life and limb, 

I cling to God who yet shall save; 
I will not turn from him. 


5 His Spirit in me dwells, 
O’er all my mind he reigns; 
My care and sadness he dispels, 
And soothes away my pains. 


6 He prospers day by day 
His work within my heart, 

Till I have strength and faith to say, 
“Thou, God, my Father art!” 


C. Winkworth, tr. 


A87 “It is well.” 

Wuart cheering words are these; 
Their sweetness who can tell? 

In time, and to eternal days, 
‘Tis with the righteous well!” 


2 Well when they see his face, 
Or sink amidst the flood; 

Well in affliction’s thorny maze, 
Or on the mount with God. 


3 ‘Tis well when joys arise, 
*Tis well when sorrows flow, 

"Tis well when darkness vails the skies, 
And strong temptations grow. 


4 ’Tis well when Jesus calls, — 
“From earth and sin arise, 
To join the hosts of ransomed souls, 


Made to salvation wise!” 
John Kent. 


PRIVILEGES OF BELIEVERS. 


FERGUSON. S. M. | 


7. 


Gro, KIncsLEy. 
EX 











“ees eueut : 
(PLPC ried Stee leeien reid eri rriee cicerert aq 





EAS, Seat eH 
é 


Be-hold! what wondrous grace The Father has bestowed On sin-ners of a mor-tal race, To call them sons of God! 
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438 Adoption. 439 | Peace. 


Brnotp! what wondrous grace 
The Father has bestowed 

On sinners of a mortal race, 
To call them sons of God! 


2 Nor doth it yet appear 
How great we must be made; 
But when we see our Saviour here, 
We shall be like our Head. 


3 A hope so much divine 
May trials well endure, 

May purge our souls from sense and sin, 
As Christ the Lord is pure. 


4 Ifin my Father’s love 
I share a filial part, 

Send down thy Spirit, like a deve, 
To rest upon my heart. 


5 We would no longer lie 
Like slaves beneath the throne; 
Our faith shall Abba, Father! cry, 
And thou the kindred own. 


Isaac Watts, 


THATCHER. S. M. 


T'Hovu very present Aid 
In suffering and distress, 

The mind which still on thee is stayed, 
Is kept in perfect peace. 


2 The soul by faith reclined 
On the Redeemer’s breast, 

"Mid raging storms, exults to find 
An everlasting rest. 


3 Sorrow and fear are gone, 
‘Whene’er thy face appears; 

It stills the sighing orphan’s moan, 
And dries the widow’s tears. 


4 Jesus, to whom I fly, 
Doth all my wishes fill; 

What though created streams are dry? 
TI have the fountain still. 


5 Stripped of each earthly friend, 
I find them all in One, 
And peace and joy which never end, 


And heaven, in Christ, alone. 
Charles Wesley, 


Arr. fr. HANDEL. 
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J. WatcH. 
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440 Sinai and Calvary. 

From Sinai’s cloud of darkness 
The vivid lightnings play, 

They serve the God of vengeance, 
The Lord who shall repay. 

Each fault must bring its penance, 
Each sin the avenging blade; 

For God upholds in justice 
The laws that he hath made. 


2 But Calvary stands to ransom 
The earth from utter loss, 

In shade than light more glorious, 
The shadow of the Cross. 

To heal a sick world’s trouble, 
To soothe its woe and pain, 

On Calvary’s sacred summit 
The Paschal Lamb was slain. 


3. The boundless might of Heaven 
Its law in mercy furled, 

As once the bow of promise 
O’erarched a drowning world. 

The law said—As you keep me 
It shall be done to you. 

But Calvary prays—Forgive them, 
They know not what they do, 


4 Almighty God! direct us 
To keep thy perfect Law! 

O blesséd Saviour, help us 
Nearer to thee to draw; 

Let Sinai’s thunders aid us 
To guard our feet from sin, 

And Calvary’s light inspire us 
The love of God to win. 


4 4 1 Security. 
O Lams of God! still keep me 
Near to thy wounded side; 
*T is only there in safety 
And peace I can abide! 
What foes and snares surround me, 
What doubts and fears within! 
The grace that sought and found me, 
Alone can keep me clean. 


John Hay. 


2 Soon shall my eyes behold thee, 
With rapture, face to face; 
One half hath not been told me 
Of all thy power and grace: 
Thy beauty, Lord, and glory, 
The wonders of thy love, 
Shall be the endless story 
Of all the saints above. James G. Deck. 
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W. B. Brapsury. 
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442 
He leadeth me! oh, blesséd thought, 

Oh, words with heavenly comfort fraught! 
Whate’er I do, where’er I be, 

Still ’tis God’s hand that leadeth me.—Rer. 


“* He leadeth me.” 


2 Sometimes ’mid scenes of deepest gloom, 
Sometimes where Eden’s bowers bloom, 
By waters still, o’er troubled sea,— 

Still ’t is his hand that leadeth me!—Rer. 


3 Lord! I would clasp thy hand in mine, 
Nor ever murmur nor repine; 

Content whatever lot I see, 

Since ’tis my God that leadeth me.—ReEr. 


4 And when my task on earth is done, 
When by thy grace the yictory’s won, 
Ey’n death’s cold wave I will not flee, 


Since God through Jordan leadeth me.— 


Rer. 
J. H. Gilmore. 


Rest at Eventide. 


Atv eyen, when the sun was set, 
The sick, O Lord, around thee lay; 











Oh, in what divers pains they met! 

Oh, with what joy they went away! 
Once more, ’t is eventide, and we 

Oppressed with various ills draw near: 
What if thy form we cannot see? 

We know and feel that thou art here. 


2 O Saviour Christ, our woes dispel; 
For some are sick, and some are sad, 
And some have never loved thee well, 
And some have lost the love they had; 
And none, O Lord, have perfect rest, 
For none are wholly free from sin; 
And they who fain would serve thee best 
Are conscious most of wrong within. 


3 O Saviour Christ, thou too art man; 
Thou hast been troubled, tempted, tried; 
Thy kind but searching glance can scan 
The very wounds that shame would hide; 
Thy touch has still its ancient power; 
No word from thee can fruitless fall; 
Hear, in this solemn evening hour, 
And in thy mercy heal us all. 


H, Tweils. 
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R. DeWitt Ma.rary, 
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Stepping fearless Sirouss the night. 


Marching tothe promised land.Clear before us,through the darkness, Gleams and burnsthe guiding light: 





























444 The Church One. 

THRouGH the night of doubt and sorrow, 
Onward goes the pilgrim band, 

Singing songs of expectation, 
Marching to the promised land. 

Clear before us, through the darkness, 
Gleams and burns the guiding light: 

Brother clasps the hand of brother, 
Stepping fearless through the night. 


2 One the light of God’s own presence, 
O’er his ransomed people shed, 

Chasing far the gloom and terror, 
Brightening all the path we tread: 


HALLEL, C. M. D. 























One the object of our journey, 
One the faith which never tires, 

One the earnest looking forward, 
One the hope our God inspires. 


3 One the strain the lips of thousands 
Lift as from the heart of one; 

One the conflict, one the peril, 
One the march in God begun: 

One the gladness of rejoicing 
On the far eternal shore, 

Where the one Almighty Father, 


Reigns in love for evermore. 
S. Baring-Gould, tr. 


R. DEWitr MALLvary. 
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Old melody, arr. 
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445 “Allis well!” 

I HEAR a sweet voice ringing clear, 
All is well! 

It is my Father’s voice I hear; 
All is well! 

. Where’er I walk that voice is heard: 

It is my God, my Father’s word, 

*‘Fear not, but trust: I am the Lord:” 
All is well! 


2 Clouds cannot long obscure my sight’ 


All is well! 
I know there is a land of light; 
All is well! 


Ty) et 


Sears =e 


From strength to strength, from day to day, 
I tread along the world’s highway; 
Or often stop to sing or say, 

All is well! 


3 In morning hours, serene and bright, 
All is well! 
In evening hours or darkening night 
All is well! 
And when to Jordan’s side I come, 
’Midst chilling waves and raging foam, 
Oh, let me sing as I go home, 
All is well! 


E. Paxten Hood, 





446 C.M. 61. Tune—“ Hallet.” 

Dismiss me not thy service, Lord, 
But train me for thy will; 

For even I, in fields so broad, 
Some duties may fulfill; 

And I will ask for no reward, 
Except to serve thee still. 

2 How many serve, how many more 
May to the service come! 

To tend the vines, the grapes to store, 
Thou dost appoint for some: 


Thou hast thy young men at the war, 


Thy little ones at home. 


3 All works are good, and each is best 
As most it pleases thee; 

Each worker pleases when the rest 
He serves in charity; 

And neither man nor work unblest, 
Wilt thou permit to be. 

4 Our Master all the work hath done 
He asks of us to-day; 

Sharing his service, every one 
Share too his sonship may; 

Lord, I would serve and be a son: 


Dismiss me not, I pray. 
T. T. Lynch. 
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447 “The new life.” 
Hark, hark, my soul! angelic songs are 3 Far, far away, like bells at evening pealing, 
swelling The voice of Jesus sounds o’er land and 
O’er earth’s green fields and ocean’s wave- sea; 
beat shore: And laden souls, by thousands meekly 
How sweet the truth those blesséd strains stealing, 
are telling Kind Shepherd, turn their weary steps 
Of that new life when sin shall be no more. to thee.—Rer. 


Rer.—Angels of Jesus, angels of light, 


Singing to welcome the pilgrims of the night. 4 Angels, sing on, your faithful watches 


keeping, 
2 Onward wego,forstill wehearthemsinging, Sing ussweetfragments of the songsaboyve; 
Come, weary souls, for Jesus bids youcome; Till morning’s joy shall end the night of 
And through the dark, its echoes sweetly weeping, 
ringing, And life’s long shadows break in cloudless 
The music of the gospelleadsushome.—Rer, lovye.—ReEr. Frederick W. Faber. 
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SOLID ROCK. L. M. 61. ; W. B. Brappurvy. 
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oe Christ,the solidrock, I stand; All other groundis 


re hope is built on nothing less Than Jesus’ blood and Sy eee 


I dare not trust the sweetest frame, But Ne oe on Jesus’ name: 
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Psvak te 
On Christ the solid rock, I stand; 
po Sea. eee 1. es Ae All other ground is sinking sand. 
et eH - 
_ |_|-¢—e—e—-_ | “—_* 2 When darkness seems to veil his face 
. 6 Son ae a : fl 
vw a T rest on his unchanging grace; 






sinking sand, oth-ergroundis sink-ing sand. In every high and stormy gale, 
My anchor holds within the vail; 


+ - = cf 5-8 =a On Christ, the solid rock, I stand; 
x cms All other ground is sinking sand. 














7] 

3 His oath, his covenant, and blood, 
448 In Christ alone. Support me in the whelming flood: 
My hope is built on nothing less When all around my soul gives way, 
Than Jesus’ blood and righteousness; He then is all my hope and stay: 

I dare not trust the sweetest frame, On Christ, the solid rock, I stand; 
But wholly lean on Jesus’ name: All other ground is sinking sand. oe 
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O Lord, how oe fas we be, If we could cast our care ont 
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And feel at heart that One sete: In perfect wisdom, perfect love, Is working for the best. 


PERRIN. C. P. M. 
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Fp fae ee penia Bt He Oh, could we but relinquish all 
If we Gaia east ae care on thee, Our earthly ae and simply fall 
If we from self could rest; nee mee 
‘And feel at heart that-One above 3 Lord, make these faithless hearts of ours 
In perfect wisdom, perfect love i Thy lessons learn from birds and flowers, 
i working for Fire an é And from self-torment cease! 
Ras, fas -frden thine dail life! Father! we trust; and we lie still; 
Ever disturwed b Aious seats , Leave all things to thy holy will, 
y. 2 And so find perfect peace, 


By sudden, wild alarms; Joseph Anstice. 
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450 * Not my will, but thine.” 
My Jesus, as thou wilt! 

Oh, may thy will be mine; 
Into thy hand of love 

I would my all resign; 
Through sorrow, or through Joy, 

Conduct me as thine own, 
And help me still to say, 

My Lord, thy will be done! 
2 My Jesus, as thou wilt! 

Though seen through many a tear, 
Let not my star of hope 

Grow dim or disappear; 
Since thou on earth hast wept, 

And sorrowed oft alone, 
If I must weep with thee, 

My Lord, thy will be done! 
3 My Jesus, as thou wilt! 

All shall be well for me; 
Each changing future scene 

I gladly trust with thee: 
Straight to my home above 

I travel calmly on, 
And sing, in life or death, 

My Lord, thy will be done! 


Jane Borthwick, tr. 








45 1 ‘“* He knoweth the way.” 

Tuy way, not mine, O Lord, 
However dark it be! 

Lead me by thine own hand; 
Choose out my path for me. 

I dare not choose my lot: 
I would not, if I might; 

Choose thou for me, my God, 
So shall I walk aright. 


2 The kingdom that I seek 
Is thine: so let the way 
That leads to it be thine, 
Else I must surely stray. 
Take thou my cup, and it 
With joy or sorrow fill, 
As best to thee may seem; 
Choose thou my good and ill. 


3 Choose thou for me my friends, 
My sickness or my health; 

Choose thou my cares for me, 
My poverty or wealth. 

Not mine, not mine the choice, 
In things or great or small; 

Be thou my Guide, my Strength, 
My Wisdom and my All. 


Horatius Bonar, 
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W. F. SHERWIN. 


HARVEY. P. M. 

































































“Trust him more. 
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452 

Srvcz thy Father’s arm sustains thee, 
Peaceful be; 

When a chastening hand restrains thee, 
It is he! 

Know his love in full completeness 

Fills the measure of thy weakness; 

If he wound thy spirit sore, 
Trust him more. 


Resting in God. 


2 Without murmur, uncomplaining, 
Tn his hand 

Lay whatever things thou canst not 
Understand: 

Though the world thy folly spurneth, 

From thy faith in pity turneth, 

Peace thy inmost soul shall fill— 
Lying still. 





RUSE.) CM. 











3 Fearest sometimes that thy Father 
Hath forgot? 
When the clouds around thee gather, 
Doubt him not! 
Always hath the daylight broken— 
Always hath he comfort spoken— 
Better hath he been for years, 
Than thy fears. 


4 To his own thy Saviour giveth 
Daily strength; 

To each troubled soul that liveth 
Peace at length: 

Weakest lambs have largest sharing 

Of this tender Shepherd’s caring; 

Ask him not, then—when or how— 
Only bow. 


Tr. fr. K. R. Hagenbach, 


W. F. SHERWIN. 


























453 A Hymn of Trust. 

I cannor tell if short or long 
My earthly journey be; 

But, all the way, I know thy rod 
And staff will comfort me. 


2 Though fierce temptations lie in wait, 
What need have I to care? 

Thou wilt not suffer them to hurt 
Beyond my strength to bear. 


3 What storms may beat, what burdens fall, 
My soul would not avoid; 


Who follows thee, O Lord, may be 
Cast down, but not destroyed, 


4 Though over steep and rugged ways 
My weary feet be brought, 

Still following where thy footprints lead, 
I take no anxious thought. 


5 Oh, perfect peace! oh, endless rest! 
No care, no vain alarms; 
Beneath my every cross I find 


The Everlasting Arms. 
Miss A, O, Knowlton. 
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454 
Lap, kindly Light! amid the encircling I loved the garish day, and spite of fears, 


“ Lead thou me on!” 


Lead thou me on; [gloom, 
The night is dark, and I am far from home, 
Lead thou me on; 
Keep thou my feet; I do not ask to see 
The distant scene; one step enough for me. 


2 I was not ever thus, nor prayed that thou 
Shouldst lead me on; 

I loved to choose and see my path; but now 
Lead thou me on: 


HERBERT. 


8s, 4. 


aft pet ecnreee ps Strperser ey 


Pride ruled my will, Remember not past 
years. 


3 So long thy power has blessed me, sure 
Will lead me on [it still 

O’er moor and fen, o’er crag and torrent, till 
The night is gone; 

And with the morn those angel faces smile 

Which I have loved long since, and lost 


awhile! John H. Newman. 


R. R. Cuore. 











































4 5 5 “Thy will be done.” 

My God, my Father! while I stray 

Far from my home, in life’s rough way, 

Oh! teach me from my heart to say 
Thy will be done. 


2 If thou couldst call me to resign 

What most I prize—it ne’er was mine 

I only yield thee what was thine; 
Thy will be done. 


3 If but my fainting heart be blest 
With thy sweet Spirit for its guest, 





oe 


My God, my Father! while Istray Far from Seas a in life’s ie way,Oh! teach a Heats heart tosay Thy will be done. 


aces 225% 














My God, to thee I leave the rest;— 
Thy will be done. 


4 Renew my will from day to day, 

Blend it with thine, and take away 

All now that makes it hard to say, 
Thy will be done. 


5 Then when on earth I breathe no more 
The prayer oft mixed with tears before, 
I’ll sing upon a happier shore, 

Thy will be done. 


Charlotte Elliott. 
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456 * Comfort. 
In the dark and cloudy day, 3 Heaven and earth may pass away, 
When earth’s riches flee away, God’s free grace shall not decay; 
And the last hope will not stay, He hath promised to fulfill 
Saviour, comfort me! All the pleasure of his will. 
2 When the secret idol’s gone 4 Jesus! guardian of thy flock, 
That my poor heart yearned upon,— Be thyself our constant rock; 
Desolate, bereft, alone, Make us by thy powerful hand, 
Saviour, comfort me! Firm as Zion’s mountain stand. 


William Hammond. 
3 Thou, who wast so sorely tried, 
In the darkness crucified, 
Bid me in thy love confide; 
Saviour, comfort me! 


45 8 Love seen in trials. 
"Tis my happiness below 

Not to live without the cross, 
But the Saviour’s power to know, 
4 Comfort me; I am cast down: Sanctifying every loss. 
"Tis my heavenly Father’s frown; 
I deserve it‘all, I own: 

Saviour, comfort me! 


2 Trials must and will befall; 
But with humble faith to see 
Love inscribed upon them all,— 

5 So it shall be good for me This is happiness to me. 

Much afflicted now to be, 

If thou wilt but tenderly, 
Saviour, comfort me! 


3 God in Israel sows the seeds 
Of affliction, pain and toil; 


George Rawson. These spring up and choke the weeds 
Lyd ein tog h aaae ae Which would else o’erspread the soil. 
Cast thy burden on the Lord, 4 Did I meet no trials here, 
Only lean upon his word; No chastisement by the way, 
Thou wilt soon have cause to bless Might I not with reason fear 
His unchanging faithfulness. I should prove a castaway? 
2 He sustains thee by his hand, 5 Trials make the promise sweet; 
He enables thee to stand; Trials give new life to prayer; 
Those, whom Jesus once hath loved, Trials bring me to his feet, 
From his grace are neyer moved. Lay me low, and keep me there. 


William Cowper, 
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45 9 Progress. 46 7 Psalm 127. 


Lixz the eagle, upward, onward, 
Let my soul in faith be borne: 
Calmly gazing, skyward, sunward, 
Let my eye unshrinking turn! 


2 Where the cross, God’s love revealing, 
Sets the fettered spirit free, 

Where it sheds its wondrous healing, 
There, my soul, thy rest shall be! 


3 Oh, may I no longer, dreaming, 
Idly waste my golden day, 

But, each precious hour redeeming, 
Upward, onward, press my way! 


460 
OnwakrD, Christian, though the region 
Where thou art be drear and lone; 

God has set a guardian legion 
Very near thee; press thou on. 


Horatius Bonar. 


“ Leaving us an example.” 


2 By the thorn-road, and none other, 
Is the mount of vision won; 

Tread it without shrinking, brother, 
Jesus trod it; press thou on. 


3 Be this world the wiser, stronger, 
For thy life of pain and peace; 

While it needs thee, oh, no longer 
Pray thou for thy quick release. 


4 Pray thou, Christian, daily rather, 
That thou be a faithful son; 

By the prayer of Jesus, ‘‘ Father, 
Not my will, but thine, be done.” 


Samuel Johnson. 


Varnuy, through night’s weary hours, 
Keep we watch, lest foes alarm; 

Vain our bulwarks, and our towers, 
But for God’s protecting arm. 


2 Vain were all our toil and labor, 
Did not God that labor bless; 
Vain, without his grace and favor, 

Every talent we possess. 


3 Vainer still the hope of heaven, 
That on human strength relies; 

But to him shall help be given, 
Who in humble faith applies. 


4 Seek we, then, the Lord’s Anointed; 
He will grant us peace and rest: 

Ne’er was suppliant disappointed, 
Who thro’ Christ his prayer addressed. 


Harriet Auber. 
462 Cowrage and Faith. 
Fatuer, hear the prayer we offer! 
Not for ease that prayer shall be, 
But for strength that we may ever 
Live our lives courageously. 


2 Not for ever by still waters 
Would we idly quiet stay; 

But would smite the living fountains 
From the rocks along our way. 


3 Be our strength in hours of weakness, 
In our wanderings, be our guide; 
Through endeavor, failure, danger, 


Father, be thou at our side! 
Anon, 1864. 
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God him-self saith, thou shalt gath -er a- eae some fu -ture day. 
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463 Benevolent Efforts. 464 ‘Not your own.” 
Cast thy bread upon the waters, - Lorp of glory! thou hast bought us, 
Thinking not ’tis thrown away; With thy life-blood as the price, 
God himself saith, thou shalt gather Never grudging, for the lost ones, 
It again some future day. That tremendous sacrifice. 
2 Cast thy bread upon the waters; 2 Grant us hearts, dear Lord! to yield thee 
Wildly though the billows roll, Gladly, freely, of thine own; 
They but aid thee as thou toilest With the sunshine of thy goodness, 
Truth to spread from pole to pole. Melt our thankless hearts of stone. 
3 As the seed, by billows floated, . 3 Wondrous honor hast thou given 
To some distant island lone, To our humblest charity, 
So to human souls benighted, In thine own mysterious sentence,— 
That thou flingest may be borne. “‘Ye have done it unto me!” 
4 Cast thy bread upon the waters; 4 Give us faith, to trust thee boldly, 
Why wilt thou still doubting stand? Hope, to stay our souls on thee: 
Bounteous shall God send the harvest, But, oh,—best of all thy graces— 
Tf thou sow’st with liberal hand. Give us thine own charity. 
Mrs. P. A, Hanaford. Mrs, E. S, Alderson, 
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465 Psalm 126: 6. 
He that goeth forth with weeping, 
Bearing precious seed in love, 
Never tiring, never sleeping, 
Findeth mercy from above. 
2 Soft descend the dews of heaven, 
niet ane eee palestiol shine; Look again! the fields are whitening, 
Precious fruits will thus be given, FiGe tis havea vidios near: 
Through an influence all divine. Thomas Hastings. 











3 Sow thy seed, be never weary, 
Let no fears thy soul annoy; 

Be the prospect ne’er so dreary, 
Thou shalt reap the fruits of joy. 

4 Lo, the scene of verdure brightening! 
See the rising grain appear; 


REMSEN, C. M. 
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466 So Jesus looked.” 

Fatuer of mercies! send thy grace, 
All powerful from above, 

To form in our obedient souls 
The image of thy love. 


2 Oh, may our sympathizing breasts 
The generous pleasure know, 
Kindly to share ia others’ joy, 
And weep for others’ woe! 


3 When the most helpless sons of grief 
In low distress are laid, 

Soft be our hearts their pains to feel, 
And swift our hands to aid. 


4 So Jesus looked on dying men, 
When throned above the skies; 
And ’mid the embraces of his God, 

He felt compassion rise. 


5 On wings of love the Saviour flew, 
To raise us from the ground, 

And made the richest of his blood 
A balm for every wound. 


ACT God’s hidden ones. 

Lorp, lead the way the Saviour went, 
By lane and cell obscure, 

And let love’s treasures still be spent, 
Like his, upon the poor. 


Philip Doddr tage. 


2 Like him, through scenes of deep distress, 


Who bore the world’s sad weight, 
We, in their crowded Joneliness, 
Would seek the desolate, 


3 For thou hast placed us side by side 
In this wide world of ill; 

And that thy followers may be tried, 
The poor are with us still. 


4 Mean are all offerings we can make; 
Yet thou hast taught us, Lord, 

If given for the Saviour’s sake, 
They lose not their reward. 


William Crosswell. 








468 Minute fidelity. 

Scorn not the slightest word or deed, 
Nor deem it void of power; 

There’s fruit in each wind-wafted seed, 
That waits its natal hour. 


2 A whispered word may touch the heart, 
And eall it back to life; 

A look of love bid sin depart, 
And still unholy strife. 


3 No act falls fruitless; none can tell 
How vast its power may be, 

Nor what results infolded dwell 
Within it silently. 


4 Work on, despair not, bring thy mite, 
_Nor care how small it be; 

God is with all that serve the right, 
The holy, true, and free. 


469 Psalm 41. 

Buzst is the man whose softening heart 
Feels all another’s pain; 

To whom the supplicating eye 
Was never raised in vain:— 


Anon., 1845. 


2 Whose breast expands with generous 
A stranger’s woes to feel; [warmth 
And bleeds in pity o’er the wound 
He wants the power to heal. 


3 He spreads his kind supporting arms 
To every child of grief; 

His secret bounty largely flows, 
And brings unasked relief. 


4 To gentle offices of love 
His feet are never slow: 

He views, through mercy’s melting eye, 
A brother in a foe. 


5 Peace from the bosom of his God, 
The Sayiour’s grace shall give; 

And, when he kneels before the throne, 
His trembling soul shall live. 


Mrs. A. L. Barbaulad, 
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ATO Zeal. Aga, Faith and Works. 


Go, uABOoR on, while it is day; 
The world’s dark night is hastening on; 
Speed, speed thy work,—cast sloth away! 
It is not thus that souls are won. 


2 Men die in darkness at your side, 
Without a hope to cheer the tomb: 

Take up the torch and wave it wide— 
The torch that lights time’s thickest gloom. 


3 Toil on,—faint not; keep watch and pray! 
Be wise the erring soul to win; 

Go forth into the world’s highway; 
Compel the wanderer to come in. 


4 Go, labor on: your hands are weak; 
Your knees are faint, your soul cast down; 
Yet falter not; the prize you seek 
Is near,—a kingdom and a crown! 


Horatius Bonar. 
471 
Ou, what stupendous mercy shines 
Around the majesty of heaven? 
Rebels he deigns to call his sons— 
Their souls renewed, their sins forgiven. 


Forbearance. 


2 Go, imitate the grace divine— 
The grace that blazes like the sun; 
Hold forth your fair, though feeble light, 
Through all your lives let mercy run. 


3 When all is done, renounce your deeds, 
Renounce self-righteousness with scorn: 
Thus will you glorify your God, 
And thus the Christian name adorn. 


Thomas Gibbons. 


OnE cup of healing oil and wine, 

One offering laid on mercy’s shrine, 
Is thrice more grateful, Lord, to thee, 
Than lifted eye or bended knee. 


2 In true and inward faith we trace 
The source of every outward grace; 
Within the pious heart it plays, 
A living fount of joy and praise. 


3 Kind deeds of peace and love betray 
Where’er the stream has found its way; 
But, where these spring not rich and fair, 
The stream has never wandered there. 


William H. Drummond. 
A%T3 Liberality. 


WHEN Jesus dwelt in mortal clay, 

What were his works from day to day, 
But miracles of power and grace, 

That spread salvation through our race? 


2 Teach us, O Lord, to keep in view 
Thy pattern, and thy steps pursue; 
Let alms bestowed, let kindness done, 
Be witnessed by each rolling sun. 


3 That man may last, but never lives, 

Who much receives, but nothing gives; 
Whom none can love, whom none can thank, 
Creation’s blot, creation’s blank! 


4 
4 But he who marks, from day to day, 
In generous acts his radiant way, 
Treads the same path his Saviour trod, 
The path to glory and to God. 


Thomas Gibbons. 
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AGA Psalm 187, 

1 nove thy kingdom, Lord! 
The house of thine abode, 

The church, our blest Redeemer saved 
With his own precious blood. 


2 Llove thy church, O God! 
Her walls before thee stand, 
Dear as the apple of thine eye, ~ 

And graven on thy hand. 


3 For her my tears shall fall, 
For her my prayers ascend; 

To her my cares and toils be given, 
Till toils and cares shall end, 


4 Beyond my highest joy 
I prize her heavenly ways, 

Her sweet communion, solemn vows, 
Her hymns of love and praise. 


5 Sure as thy truth shall last, 
To Zion shall be given 

The brightest glories earth can yield, 
And brighter bliss of heaven. 


4AQG5 “‘ Harvest home.” 

Sow rn the morn thy seed, 
At eve hold not thy hand; 

To doubt and fear give thou no heed; 
Broad-east it o’er the land. 


T. Dwight. 


2 And duly shall appear 
In verdure, beauty, strength, 
The tender blade, the stalk, the ear, 
And the full corn at length. 


3 Thou canst not toil in vain; 
Cold, heat, the moist and dry, 
Shall foster and mature the grain 

For garners in the sky. 


4 Then, when the glorious end, 
The day of God shall come, 

The angel-reapers shall descend, 
And heaven sing ‘‘ Harvest home!” 


James Montgomery. 


Seas 


476 
Work while it is to-day! 

This was our Saviour’s rule; 
With docile minds let us obey, 
, As learners in his school. 


2 Lord Christ, we humbly ask 
Of thee the power and will, 

With fear and meekness, every task 
Of duty to fulfill. 


3 At home, by word and deed, 
Adorn redeeming grace; 

And sow abroad the precious seed 
Of truth in every place:— 


4 That thus the wilderness 
May blossom like the rose, 

And trees spring up of righteousness, 
Where’er life’s river flows. 


James Montgomer 7. 
AUT 
WE give thee but thine own, 
Whate’er the gift may be: 
All that we have is thine alone, 
A trust, O Lord, from thee. 


Hxpedition. 


Contribution. 


2 May we thy bounties thus 
As stewards true receive, 

And gladly as thou blessest us, 
To thee our first-fruits give. 


3 To comfort and to bless, 
To find a balm for woe, 

To tend the lone and fatherless— 
Is angel’s work below. 


4 The captive to release, 
To God the lost to bring, 

To teach the way of life and peace— 
It is a Christ-like thing, 


5 And we believe thy word, 
Though dim our faith may be; 
Whate’er for thine we do, O Lord, 

We do it unto thee. 


William W. How, 
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If a smile we can re - new, o our journey wepur-sue, Oh, the ee ve all may do, While the days are going by. } 
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4 78 Days going by. 
THERE are lonely hearts to cherish 
While the days are going by; 


Oh! the world is full of sighs, 
Full of sad and weeping eyes; 
Help your fallen brothers rise, 


There are weary souls who perish, . } p 
Wels dherdays ano soils by: While the days are going by.—Cuo. 
If a smile we can renew, 3 All the loving links that bind us 
As our journey we pursue, While the days are going by, 
Oh, the good we all may do, One by one we leave behind us 
While the days are going by.—Cuo. While the days are going by; 


But the seeds of good we sow, 


So oe force ncoming Both in shade and shine will grow, 


ere cone by, And will keep our hearts aglow 


Let our face be like the morning, 
While the days are going by, - Wihilesthe days ‘are going Leet 


BEYRUT. P. Mrs. T, D. L. Jessup. 


SHES Bilt Heirs eS 


Call them in!—the poor, the wretched, Sin-stained wand’ oe from the fold; ae and pardon free-ly of - fer— Can you 


sere ppeestiiors BEES 


Bid them come and rest in Jesus; 
He is waiting; call them in!—Rer. 


3 Call them in!—the Jew, the Gentile, 
Bid the stranger to the feast; 

Call them in!—the rich, the noble, 
From the highest to the least.—ReEr. 


4 Call them in!—the broken-hearted, 























































































A479 “Call them in!” Cowering "neath the brand of shame; 
CaLL them in!—the poor, the wretched, Speak love’s message, low and tender; 
Sin-stained wanderers from the fold; Tl was for sinners Jesus came. —ReEF. 


Peace and pardon freely offer— 


Gan you weigh their worth in gold?— 5 See the shadows lengthen round us, 
BR 


Soon the day-dawn will begin: 


EF, 

, C ] them lost and lonely? 
2 Call them in!—the weak, the weary, alae eonings al ehawicht ie eat 
Laden with the doom of sin; WEA 


13 P 


194 CHRISTIAN 


WORK SONG. P. M. 
| 1st." | 2d. 


EXPERIENCE, 


LoweEtt Mason. 





Work while the dew is sparkling; [Omer Ou Sree oe aise 








Work, for the night is coming; Work, thro’ the morning hours; ork,’ 
j Work,’mid springing flow’rs; 
C.—Work, for the night is coming,[ Ovzt .......... | When man’s work is done. 






Work, when the day grows brighter, 
Work, in the glowing sun; 

















480 “The night cometh.” 

Work, for the night is coming; 
Work, through the morning hours; 

Work, while the dew is sparkling; 
Work, ’mid springing flowers; 

Work, when the day grows brighter, 
Work, in the glowing sun; 

Work, for the night is coming, 
When man’s work is done. 


2 Work, for the night is coming, 
Work through the sunny noon; 

Fill brightest hours with labor, 
Rest comes sure and soon, 


DORRNANCE. 85, 7s. 


Give every flying minute 

_ Something to keep in store: 

Work, for the night is coming, 
When man works no more. 


3 Work, for the night is coming, 
Under the sunset skies; 

While their bright tints are glowing, 
Work, for daylight flies. 

Work till the last beam fadeth, 
Fadeth to shine no more; 

Work, while the night is darkening, 


When man’s work is o’er. 
Anna L. Walker. 


I. B. Woopsury. 
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Jesus calls us,o’er the tumult Of our life’s iho restless sea; se) by day his aweet voice soundeth, Saying, Christian, follow me! 























481 
Jxsus calls us, o’er the tumult 
Of our life’s wild, restless sea; 
Day by day his sweet voice soundeth, 
Saying, Christian, follow me! 


‘* Follow me.” 


2 Jesus calls us—from the worship 
Of the vain world’s golden store ; 
From each idol that would keep us,— 
Saying, Christian, love me more! 


3 In our joys and in our sorrows, 
Days of toil and hours of ease, 

Still he calls, in cares and pleasures,— 
Christian, love me more than these! 


4 Jesus calls us! by thy mercies, 
Saviour, may we hear thy call; 
Give our hearts to thy obedience, 
Serve and love thee best of all! 


Mrs. C.F. Alexander. 


482 “Take my heart.” 

TaxE my heart, O Father! take it; 
Make and keep it all thine own; 

Let thy Spirit melt and break it— 
This proud heart of sin and stone, 


2 Father, make me pure and lowly, 
Fond of peace and far from strife; 
Turning from the paths unholy 
Of this vain and sinful life. 


3 Ever let thy grace surround me, 
Strengthen me with power divine, 
Till thy cords of love haye bound me: 

Make me to be wholly thine, 


5 May the blood of Jesus heal me, 
And my sins be all forgiven; 
Holy Spirit, take and seal me, 


Guide me in the path to heaven. 
Anon. 1849. 
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MISSION SONG. 8s, 7s. D. 
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P. P. Van ARSDALE. 
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Hark ! the voice of Jesus calling,—Who will go and work to-day? Fields are white,the harvest waiting, 


D.S.—Who will answer, glad-ly say-ing, 
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Saas passa gal 





“Here am I, O Lord, sendme.”’ 








Whowillbear thesheaves Gotee Loud andlong the Mas-ter call-eth, Richreward he of - fers free; 























488 “The Laborers are few.” 

Hark! the voice of Jesus calling, — 
Who will go and work to-day? 

Fields are white, the harvest waiting,— 
Who will bear the sheaves away? 

Loud and long the Master calleth, 
Rich reward he offers free; 

Who will answer, gladly saying, 
‘“¢Here am I, O Lord, send me.”’ 


2 If you cannot cross the ocean 
And the heathen lands explore, 
You can find the heathen nearer, 
You can help them at your door; 
Tf you cannot speak like angels, 
If you cannot preach like Paul, 
You can tell the love of Jesus, 
You can say he died for all. 


3 While the souls of men are dying, 
And the Master calls for you, 

Let none hear you idly saying, 
“‘There is nothing I can do!” 

Gladly take the task he gives you, 
Let his work your pleasure be; 

Answer quickly when he calleth, 
‘Here am I, O Lord, send me.” 


D. March. 


484 “What thy hand jindeth.” 
Tr you cannot on the ocean 
Sail among the swiftest fleet, 
Rocking on the highest billows, 
Laughing at the storms you meet, 


soasix se eerieeet 
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You can stand among the sailors, 
Anchored yet within the bay, 
You can lend a hand to help them, 

As they launch their boat away. 


2 If you are too weak to journey 
Up the mountain steep and high, 

You can stand within the valley, 
While the multitude go by; 

You can chant in happy measure, 
As they slowly pass along; 

Though they may forget the singer, 
They will not forget the song. 


3 If you have not gold and silver 
Eyer ready to command; 


If you cannot toward the needy 


Reach an ever open hand, 
You can visit the afflicted, 

O’er the erring you can weep; 
You can be a true disciple 

Sitting at the Saviour’s feet. 


4 If you cannot-in the harvest 
Garner up the richest sheaf, 
Many a grain both ripe and golden 
Will the careless reapers leave; 
Go and glean among the briers, 
Growing rank against the wall, 
For it may be that the shadow 
Hides the heaviest wheat of all. 


£. H. Gates. 


106 THE CHURCH OF GOD. 
GOLDEN HILL. S. 
a eae 
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Dear pee eA are thine, By ev - er- Coes bands; Our maa Reus pico Bini to ine hands. 
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A. CHAPIN. 























































485 “We are thine.” 
Dear Saviour! we are thine, 
By everlasting bands; 


Our hearts, our souls, we would resign 


Entirely to thy hands. 


2 To thee we still would cleave 
With evergrowing zeal; 

If millions tempt us Christ to leave, 
Oh, let them ne’er prevail! 


3 Thy Spirit shall unite 
Our souls to thee, our Head; 
Shall form in us thine image bright, 
And teach thy paths to tread. 


4 Death may our souls divide 
From these abodes of clay; 

But love shall keep us near thy side 
Through all the gloomy way. 


BOYLSTON. S. M. 





5 Since Christ and we are one, 
Why should we doubt or fear? 
If he in heaven has fixed his throne 


. He’ll fix his members there. 


Philip Doddridge. 


& 
ASG Meeting, after absence. 
AND are we yet alive, 
And see each other’s face? 
Glory and praise to Jesus give, 
For his redeeming grace. 


2 What troubles have we seen, 
What conflicts have we passed, 
Fightings without, and fears within, 

Since we assembled last! 


3 But out of all the Lord 
Hath brought us by his love; 
And still he doth his help afford, 
And hides our life above. 


Charles Wesley, 


Lowe Lt Mason. 
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Blest hg the tie that binds eae Wes The oe of kindred minds Is like to that : - bove. 





























48 v6 “ Christian Love.” 
Bust be the tie that binds 
Our hearts in Christian love: 
The fellowship of kindred minds 
Is like to that above. 


2 Before our Father’s throne 
We pour our ardent prayers; 

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one 
Our comforts and our cares. 


b) 


3 We share our mutual woes, 
Our mutual burdens bear; 
And often for each other flows 

The sympathizing tear. 





cra ees ae ape aaa eee 


4 When we asunder part, 
It gives us inward pain; 

But we shall still be joined in heart, 
And hope to meet again. 


5 This glorious hope revives 
Our courage by the way; 

While each in expectation lives, 
And longs to see the day. 


6 From sorrow, toil, and pain, 
And sin, we shall be free, 

And perfect love and friendship reign 
Through all eternity. 


John Faweett, 


CHRISTIAN FELLOWSHIP. 197 
EVAN. C. M. W. H. Haverecat, 
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How sweet, how heavenly is the osight, When those who love the Lord In one another’s pe: delight, And so ful-fill his word! 
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A88 1 John 4: 21, 489 “One Family.” 

How sweet, how heavenly is the sight, Ler saints below in concert sing 
When those who love the Lord With those to glory gone; 

In one another’s peace delight, For all the servants of our King 
And so fulfill his word! In earth and heaven are one. 

2 When each can feel his brother’s sigh, 2 One family—we dwell in him— 
And with him bear a part! One church above, beneath, 

When sorrow flows from every eye, Though now divided by the stream, 
And joy from heart to heart! The narrow stream of death;— 

3 When, free from envy, scorn, and pride, 3 One army of the living God, 
Our wishes all above, To his command we bow; 

Each can his brother’s failings hide, Part of the host have crossed the flood, 
And show a brother’s love! And part are crossing now. 

4 Let love, in one delightful stream, 4 Ev’n now by faith, we join our hands, 
Through every bosom flow; With those that went before, 

And union sweet, and dear esteem : And greet the ransomed, blesséd bands 
In every action glow. Upon the eternal shore. 

5 Love is the golden chain that binds 5 Lord Jesus! be our constant guide: 
The happy souls above; And, when the word is given, 

And he’s an heir of heaven who finds Bid death’s cold flood its waves divide, 
His bosom glow with love. And land us safe in heaven. 

Joseph Swati. Charles Wesley. 
ST. ANN’S. C. M. W. Se 
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Oh, where are Bape and ee now,Of old be ky wentand ae But, Lord an church is previngy yet, A thousand years ee same, 


ye ad oe ae tag ao tees ee eee, 


490 A growing kingdom. 

Ou, where are kings and empires now, 
Of old that went and came? 

But, Lord, thy church is praying yet, 
A thousand years the same. 



























3 For not like kingdoms of the world 
Thy holy church, O God! [her, 
Though earthquake shocks are threatening 
And tempests are abroad ;— 


4 Unshaken as eternal hills, 
2 Beets her pee pee ents Immovable she stands, 

fe ee ne i aye pe A mountain that shall fill the earth, 
a ee 2 Sole A house not made by hands. 


Of her unending song, LEIA CHOKL: 
te} 


198 THE CHURCH OF GOD. 
AZMON. C. M. Arr. by L. Mason. 
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O Godof Beth-el, by whose hand Thy Mei still are fed; Who thro’ 7 iad pilgrimage Hast all our fathers led! 
j | Zao 
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491 Genesis 28: 19-22. 5 Such blessings from thy gracious hand 
O Gop of Bethel, by whose hand Our humble prayers implore; 
Thy people still are fed; And thou shalt be our chosen God, 
Who through this weary pilgrimage Our portion evermore. el pedioe 


Hast all our fathers led! 
492 christ receiving children. 


2 Our vows, our prayers, we now present pp Terael’s gentle Shepherd stands, 


Before thy throne of grace; With all engaging charms! 
God of our fathers! be the God Hark! how he calls the tender lambs, 
Of their succeeding race. And dolde thera laser! 


3 Through each perplexing path of life 2 ‘*Permit them to approach,” he cries, 
Our wandering footsteps guide; ‘Nor scorn their humble name; 

















Give us, each day, our daily bread, For ’t was to bless such souls as these, 
And raiment fit provide. The Lord of angels came.” 
4 Oh, spread thy covering wings around 3 We bring them, Lord, in thankful hands, 
Till all our wanderings cease, And yield them up to thee; 
And at our Father’s loved abode, Joyful that we ourselves are thine, — 
Our souls arrive in peace. Thine let our offspring be. 
Philip Dodaridge. 
SILOAM. C. M. I. B. Woopsury. 
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493 A Ohristian Child. 

By cool Siloam’s shady rill 
How fair the lily grows! 

How sweet the breath beneath the hill 
Of Sharon’s dewy rose! 


4 And soon, too soon, the wintry hour 
Of man’s maturer age 

May shake the soul with sorrow’s power 
And stormy passion’s rage. 


, ; 5 O thou, whose infant feet were found 
2 Lo! such the child whose early feet Within thy Father's shrine; 


The paths of peace have trod; F i 
Whose secret heart, with influence sweet, pe 5 Reg aoa me VeEnoer yes 
Is upward drawn to God. sais oe os Bhs 
ae ‘ ‘ 6 Dependent on thy bounteous breath, 
3 By cool Siloam’s shady rill We sock diycarave alone 


The lily must decay; : 
The rose that blooms beneath the hill In childhoei eee, eee ash, 
To keep us still thine own, 


Must shortly fade away. Reginald Heber. 


THE SUNDAY SCHOOL. 


BAVARIA. 8s, 7s. D. 


FINE, 


Fr. the German. 
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{ Saviour King,in hallowed union, At thy sacred feet we A 
Heart with heart,in blest communion, Join to crave thy favor now! 
D.C. —And our praise be set before thee, Sweet as i sac-ri-fice, 
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XN De. 
CU} = 
| 


} Tho’ celestial choirs adore thee, Let our prayer as incense rise; 
































494 Sabbath School Meeting. 

Saviour King, in hallowed union, 
At thy sacred feet we bow; 

Heart with heart, in blest communion, 
Join to crave thy favor now! 

Though celestial choirs adore thee, 
Let our prayer as incense rise; 

And our praise be set before thee, 
Sweet as evening sacrifice. 


2 When we tell the wondrous story 
Of thy rich, exhaustless love, 
Send thy Spirit, Lord of glory, 
On the youthful heart to move! 
Oh, that he, the ever-living, 
May descend, as fruitful rain; 
Till the wilderness, reviving, 
Blossoms as the rose again! 


Anon., 1805. 


INVERNESS. S. M. 
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495 “ These little ones.” 
Saviour! who thy flock art feeding 
With the shepherd’s kindest care, 
All the feeble gently leading, 
While the lambs thy bosom share;— 
Now, these little ones receiving, 
Fold them in thy gracious arm; 


. - There, we know, thy word believing, 


Only there, secure from harm. 


2 Never from thy pasture roving, 
Let them be the lion’s prey; 
Let thy tenderness, so loving, 
Keep them all life’s dangerous way: 
Then, within thy fold eternal, 
Let them find a resting-place, 
Feed in pastur es ever vernal, 
Drink the rivers of thy grace. 


WA. Muhlenberg. 


Ly 


LoweEtt Mason. 





























Great God, ae conde-scend To bless our rising race; 
Taal Vas 
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Soon may their willing spirits bend, The Tae a thy grace. 


























496 
Great God, now condescend 
To bless our rising race; 
Soon may their willing spirits bend, 
The subjects of thy grace. 


Our children. 


2 Oh, what a pure delight 
Their happiness to see; 

Our warmest wishes all unite 
To lead their souls to thee. 


3 Now bless, thou God of love, 
The word of truth divine; 

Send thy good Spirit from above, 
And make these children thine. 


John Fellows. 


SPA GSI Econ 


AQT: ‘ Suffer them to come.” 

Tue Saviour kindly calls 
Our children to his breast; 

He folds them in his gracious arms, 
Himself declares them blest. 


2 ‘Let them approach,”’ he cries, 
‘¢Nor scorn their humble claim; 
The heirs of heaven are such as these, 

For such as these I came,” 


3 With joy we bring them, Lord, 
Devoting them to thee, 
Imploring, that, as we are thine, 


Thine may our offspring be, 
H. U, Onderdonk, 
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ROCK OF AGES. 7s, 61. 


THE CHURCH OF GOD. 


Tuomas Hastincs. 
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Save me, Lord! and make me pure. 
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498 The Rock of Ages. 

Rock of Ages, cleft for me! 

Let me hide myself in thee; 

Let the water and the blood, 

From thy wounded side that flowed, 
Be of sin the perfect cure; 

Save me, Lord! and make me pure. 


2 Should my tears for ever flow, 
Should my zeal no languor know, 
This for sin could not atone, 
Thou must save and thou alone: 
In my hand no price I bring; 
Simply to thy cross I cling. 


3 While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When mine eye-lids close in death, 
When I rise to worlds unknown, 
And behold thee on thy throne, 
Rock of ages, cleft for me! 

Let me hide myself in thee. 


A, M. Toplady, 


499 “ Manifest thyself.” 

Son of God! to thee I cry: 

By the holy mystery 

Of thy dwelling here on earth, 
By thy pure and holy birth, 
Lord, thy presence let me see, 
Manifest thyself to me. 


2 Lamb of God! to thee I ery: 
By thy bitter agony, 

By thy pangs to us unknown, 
By thy spirit’s parting groan, 
Lord, thy presence let me see. 
Manifest thyself to me. 





=] 


3 Prince of Life! to thee I cry: 
By thy glorious majesty, 

By thy triumph o’er the grave, 
Meek to suffer, strong to save, 
Lord, thy presence let me see, 
Manifest thyself to me. 


4 Lord of glory, God most high, 
Man exalted to the sky! 

With thy love my bosom fill, 
Prompt me to perform thy will; 
Then thy glory I shall see, 

Thou wilt bring me home to thee. 


Richard Mant. 
500 “Til he come.” 
“Tinn He come:” oh, let the words 
Linger on the trembling chords; 
Let the little while between 
In their golden light be seen; 
Let us think how heaven and home 
Lie beyond that—‘‘Till he come.” 


2 When the weary ones we love 
Enter on their rest above, 

Seems the earth so poor and vast, 
All our life joy overcast? 

Hush, be every murmur dumb; 
It is only—‘‘ Till he come.” 


3 See, the feast of love is spread, 
Drink the wine, and break the bread; 
Sweet memorials, —till the Lord 

Call us round his heavenly board; 
Some from earth, from glory some, 


Severed only—‘‘ Till he come.” 
£, H, Bickersteth, 
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5 O 1 Crucifying the Lord afresh. 
O Jzusus! bruised and wounded more 
Than bursted grape, or bread of wheat, 
The Life of life within our souls, 
The Cup of our salvation sweet! 


2 We come to show thy dying hour, 

Thy streaming vein, thy broken flesh; 
And still the blood is warm to save, 

And still the fragrant wounds are fresh. 


3 O Heart! that, with a double tide 
Of blood and water, maketh pure; 
O Flesh! once offered on the cross, 
The gift that makes our pardon sure;— 


4 Let never more our sinful souls 
The anguish of thy cross renew; 
Nor forge again the cruel nails, 
That pierced thy victim body through. 


HURSLEY.. L. 





5 Come, Bread of heaven, to feed our souls, 
And with thee, Jesus enter in! 
Come, Wine of God! and as we drink, 


His precious blood wash out our sin! 
Mrs. C, F. Alexander. 
502 


I FEED by faith on Christ; my bread, 
His body broken on the tree; 
Tlive in him, my living Head, 
Who died, and rose again for. me. 


Feeding on Christ. 


2 This be my joy and comfort here, 
This pledge of future glory mine: 
Jesus, in spirit now appear, 
And break the bread, and pour the wine. 


3 From thy dear hand, may I receive 
The tokens of thy dying love, 

And, while I feast on earth, believe 
That I shall feast with thee above. 


James Montgomery. 


Arr. by W. H. Monk. 
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Immanuel. 


508 

Ou, sweetly breathe the lyres above, 
When angels touch the quivering string, 

And wake, to chant Inmanuel’s love, 
Such strains as angel-lips can sing! 


2 And sweet, on earth, the choral swell, 


From mortal tongues, of gladsome lays; 


When pardoned souls their raptures tell, 


And, grateful, hymn Immanuel’s praise. 


3 Jesus, thy name our souls adore; 
We own the bond that makes us thine; 





And carnal joys that charmed before, 
For thy dear sake we now resign. 


4 Our hearts, by dying love subdued, 
Accept thine offered grace to-day; 

Beneath the cross, with blood bedewed, 
We bow, and give ourselves away. 


5 In thee we trust,—on thee rely; 
Though we are feeble, thou art strong; 
Oh, keep us till our spirits fly 
To join the bright, immortal thr ong! 


Ray Palmer. 


202 


DUNDEE. C. M. 


THE CHURCH OF GOD. 









































5 O4 Persistent Love. 

How sweet and awful is the place, 
With Christ within the doors, 

While everlasting love displays 


The choicest of her stores. 


2 When all our hearts, and all our songs, 
Join to admire the feast, 

Hach of us cries with thankful tongue,— 
“Lord, why was I a guest?”’ 


3 ‘‘Why was I made to hear thy voice, 
And enter while there’s room, 


CHERITH. C. M. 


When thousands make a wretched choice, 
And rather starve than come?” 


4 *T' was the same love that spread the feast, 
That sweetly drew us in; 

Else we had still refused to taste, 
And perished in our sin. 


5 Pity the nations, O our God! 
Constrain the earth to come; 
Send thy victorious word abroad, 
And bring the strangers home, 


Isaac Watts. 


Arr. fr. SPoHR. 






































505 

Jxsus! thou art the sinner’s Friend; 
As such I look to thee; 

Now, in the fullness of thy love, 

O Lord! remember me. 


“Friend of Sinners.” 


2 Remember thy pure word of grace,— 
Remember Calvary; 

Remember all thy dying groans, 
And then remember me. 


3 Thou wondrous Advocate with God! 
I yield myself to thee; 

While thou art sitting on thy throne, 
Dear Lord! remember me. 


4 Lord! I am guilty—I am vile, 
But thy salvation’s free; 

Then, in thine all-abounding grace, 
Dear Lord! remember me. 


Richard Burnham, 








506 


PREPARE us, Lord, to view thy cross, 
Who all our griefs hast borne; 

To look on thee, whom we have pierced— 
To look on thee and mourn. 


“Prepare us, Lord.” 


2 While thus we mourn, we would rejoice, 
And as thy cross we see, 

Let each exclaim, in faith and hope, 
‘““The Saviour died for me!” 


Thomas Cotterstt, 
507 
ToGETHER with these symbols, Lord, 
Thy blesséd self impart; 
And let thy holy flesh and blood 
Feed the believing heart. 


Feeding on Christ. 


2 Come, Holy Ghost, with Jesus’ love, 
Prepare us for this feast; 

Oh, let us banquet with our Lord, 
And lean upon his breast. 


John Cenntck. 


THE LORD’S SUPPER, 
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508 “T will remember thee.” 

Accorpine to thy gracious word, 
In meek humility, 

This will I do, my dying Lord, 
I will remember thee. 


2 Thy body, broken for my sake, * 
My bread from heaven shall be; 
Thy testamental cup I take, 
And thus remember thee. 


3 Gethsemane can I forget? 
Or there thy conflict see, 

Thine agony and bloody sweat, 
And not remember thee? 


BEATITUDO. C. M. 
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4 When to the cross I turn mine eyes, 
And rest on Calvary, 

O Lamb of God, my sacrifice! 
I must remember thee:— 


5 Remember thee, and all thy pains 
And all thy love to me; 

Yea, while a breath, a pulse remains, 

* Will I remember thee. 


6 And when these failing lips grow dumb, 
And mind and memory flee, 

When thou shalt in thy kingdom come, 
Then, Lord, remember me! 


James Montgomery. 














Beforeusinthy vesture stand,Thy vesture dipped in blood. 
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JESUS, at whose supreme command, 
We now approach to God, 

Before us in thy vesture stand, 
Thy vesture dipped in blood. 


“The cup of blessing.” 


2 Now, Saviour, now thyself reveal, 
And make thy nature known; 
Affix thy blesséd Spirit’s seal, 
And stamp us for thine own. 


3 Obedient to thy gracious word, 
We break the hallowed bread, 

Commemorate our dying Lord, 
And trust on thee to feed. 


4 The cup of blessing, blessed by thee, 
Let it thy blood impart; 

The broken bread thy body be, 
To cheer each languid heart. 


Charles Wesley. 


5 af O “ Greater love hath no man.” 

Ir human kindness meets return, 
And owns the grateful tie: 

If tender thoughts within us burn, 
To feel a friend is nigh;— 


2 Oh, shall not warmer accents tell 
The gratitude we owe 

To him, who died our fears to quell— 
Who bore our guilt and woe! 


3 While yet in anguish he surveyed 
Those pangs he would not flee, 

What love his latest words displayed, — 
‘‘Meet and remember me!” 


4 Remember thee—thy death, thy shame, 
Our sinful hearts to share!— 

O memory! leave no other name 
But his recorded there. 


Gerard T, Noet. 
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F) 1 1 Before the Cross. 
Sweet the moments, rich in blessing, 
Which before the cross we spend; 


Life, and health, and peace possessing, 


From the sinner’s dying Friend. 
Truly blesséd is this station, 

Low before his cross to lie, 
While we see divine compassion, 

Beaming in his gracious eye. 


2 Love and grief our hearts dividing, 
With our tears his feet we bathe; 
Constant still, in faith abiding, 
Life deriving from his death. 


SICILY. 8s, 7s. 
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For thy sorrows we adore thee, 


For the pains that wrought our peace, 
Gracious Saviour! we implore thee 
In our souls thy love increase. 


3 Here we feel our sins forgiven, 
While upon the Lamb we gaze, 
And our thoughts are all of heaven, 

And our lips o’erflow with praise. 
Still in ceaseless contemplation, 

Fix our hearts and eyes on thee, 
Till we taste thy full salvation, 

And, unvailed, thy glories see. 


James Allen. 


Sicilian melody. 
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5 1 2 Parting Hymn 
From the table now retiring, 


Which for us the Lord hath spread, 


May our souls refreshment finding, 
Grow in all things like our Head! 


2 His example while beholding, 
May our lives his image bear; 
Him our Lord and Master calling, 
His commands may we revere. 


3 Love to God and man displaying, 
Walking steadfast in his way, 

Joy attend us in believing, 
Peace from God, through endless day. 


4 Praise and honor to the Father, 
Praise and honor to the Son, 
Praise and honor to the Spirit, 


Ever Three and ever One. 
John Rowe. 
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Ler Zion and her sons rejoice— 
Behold the promised hour! 
Her God hath heard her mourning voice, 
And comes to exalt his power. 


Psalm 102. 


2 Her dust and ruins that remain 
Are precious in our eyes; 

Those ruins shall be built again, 
And all that dust shall rise. 


3 The Lord will raise Jerusalem, 
And stand in glory there; 

Nations shall bow before his name, 
And kings attend with fear. 


4 He sits a sovereign on his throne, 
With pity in his eyes, 

He hears the dying prisoners’ groan, 
-And sees their sighs arise. 


5 He frees the souls condemned to death; 
Nor, when his saints complain, 

Shall it be said that praying breath 
Was ever spent in vain. 


Isaac Watts, 
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A MOTHER may forgetful be, 
For human love is frail; 

But thy Creator’s love to thee, 
O Zion, cannot fail. 


“Can a mother forget?” 


2 No: thy dear name engraven stands, 
In characters of love, 

On thine almighty Father’s hands, 
And never shall remove. 





3 Before his ever-watchful eye 
Thy mournful state appears, 
And every groan, and every sigh, 

Divine compassion hears. 


4 O Zion, learn to doubt no more, 
Be every fear suppressed; 
Unchanging truth, and love, and power, 
Dwell in thy Saviour’s breast. 


515 Psalm 67. 

SHINE, mighty God! on Zion shine 
With beams of heavenly grace; 

Reveal thy power through all our coasts, 
And show thy smiling face. 


2 When shall thy name, from shore to shore, 
Sound all the earth abroad, 

And distant nations know and love 
Their Saviour and their God? 


3 Sing to the Lord, ye distant lands! 
Sing loud with solemn voice; 

Let every tongue exalt his praise, 
And every heart rejoice. 


° 
4 Earth shall obey her Maker’s will, 
And yield a full increase; 
Our God will crown his chosen land 
With fruitfulness and peace. 


Anne Steele. 


5 God, the Redeemer, scatters round 
His choicest favors here, 
While the creation’s utmost bound 


Shall see, adore, and fear, 
Isaac Watts. 
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THE CHURCH OF GOD. 


CHARLES ZEUNER. 














5 1 6 Psalm 72. 

JxEsus shall reign where’er the sun 

Does his successive journeys run; 

His kingdom stretch from shore to shore, 
Till moons shall wax and wane no more. 


2 For him shall endless prayer be made 
And endless praises crown his head; 
His name, like sweet perfume, shall rise 
With every niorning-sacrifice. 


3 People and realms of every tongue 
Dwell on his love, with sweetest song; 
And infant voices shall proclaim 
Their early blessings on his name. 


4 Blessings abound where’er he reigns; 
The prisoner leaps to lose his chains; 
The weary find eternal rest, 

And all the sons of want are blest. 


MENDON. L. M. 
A 


5 Let every creature rise and bring 
Peculiar honors to our King; 
Augels descend with songs again, 
Anu earth repeat the loud Amen! 


Isaac Watts. 
5 1 6 Conversion of the World. 
SovEREIGN of worlds! display thy power; 
Be this thy Zion’s favored hour; 
Bid the bright morning Star arise, 
And point the nations to the skies. 


2 Set up thy throne where Satan reigns, — 
On Afric’s shore, on India’s plains, 

On wilds and continents unknown,— 

And make the nations all thine own. 


3 Speak! and the world shall hear thy voice; 
Speak! and the desert shall rejoice; 

Scatter the gloom of heathen night, 

And bid all nations hail the light. 


Bourne Hall Draper. 


LoweE.tit Mason. 






































518 “0 light of Zion.” 

THovuaeH now the nations sit beneath 
The darkness of o’erspreading death, 
God will arise, with light divine 

On Zion’s holy towers to shine. Q 


2 That light shall shine on distant lands, 
And wandering tribes, in joyful bands, 
Shall come thy glory, Lord, to see, 

And in thy courts to worship thee. 


3 O light of Zion, now arise! 

Let the glad morning bless our eyes! 
Ye nations, catch the kindling ray, 
And hail the splendor of the day. 


Leonard Bacon, 
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Zion! awake, thy strength renew; 

Put on thy robes of beauteous hue; 

And let the admiring world behold 

The King’s fair daughter clothed in gold. 


Zion's Glory. 


2 Church of our God! arise and shine, 
Bright with the beams of truth divine; 
Then shall thy radiance stream afar, 
Wide as the heathen nations are. 


3 Gentiles and kings thy light shall view, 
And shall admire and love thee too;— 
They come, like clouds across the sky, 


As doves that to their windows fly. 
William Shrubsole, tr. 
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520 
TrrompHant Zion, lift thy head 

From dust, and darkness, and the dead; 
Though humbled long, awake at length, 
And gird thee with thy Sayviour’s strength. 


“Triumphant Zion.” 


2 Put all thy beauteous garments on, 
And let thy various charms be known: 
The world thy glories shall confess, 
Decked in the robes of righteousness. 


3 No more shall foes unclean invade, 
And fill thy hallowed walls with dread; 
No more shall hell’s insulting host 
Their victory and thy sorrows boast. 


4 God, from on high, thy groans will hear; 

His hand thy ruins shall repair; 

Nor will thy watchful Monarch cease 

To guard thee in eternal peace. _ 

+ Philip Doddridze. 

PAIL Ancient Israel. 

Way on the bending willows hung, 
Israel! still sleeps thy tuneful string?— 

Still mute remains thy sullen tongue, 
And Zion’s song denies to sing? 


2 Awake! thy sweetest raptures raise; 
Let harp and voice unite their strains: 

Thy promised King his sceptre sways: 
Jesus, thine own Messiah, reigns! 


3 No taunting foes the song require; 
No strangers mock thy captive chain; 

But friends provoke the silent lyre, 

’ And brethren ask the holy strain. 





Sy re eres 
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4 Nor fear thy Salem’s hills to wrong, 
If other lands thy triumphs share: 
A heavenly city claims thy song; 
A brighter Salem rises there. 


5 By foreign streams no longer roam; 
Nor, weeping, think of Jordan’s flood: 
In every clime behold a home, 
In every temple see thy God. 


522 

Loox from thy sphere of endless day, 
O God of mercy and of might! 

In pity look on those who stray, 
Benighted in this land of light. 


James Joyce. 


Home Missions. 


2 In peopled vale, in lonely glen, 

In crowded mart, by stream or sea, 
How many of the sons of men 

Hear not the message sent from thee! 


3 Send forth thy heralds, Lord, to call 
The thoughtless young, the hardened old, 
A scattered, homeless flock, till all 
Be gathered to thy peaceful fold. 


4 Send them thy mighty word to speak, 
Till faith shall dawn, and doubt depart, 
To awe the bold, to stay the weak, 
And bind and heal the broken heart. 


5 Then all these wastes, a dreary scene, 
That makes us sadden as we gaze, 
Shall grow with living waters green, 


And lift to heaven the voice of praise. 
William C. Bryant. 
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5 2 o ‘Come over, and help us.” 


From Greenland’s icy mountains, 
From India’s coral strand, 
Where Afric’s sunny fountains 
Roll down their golden sand,— 
From many an ancient river, 
From many a palmy plain, 
They call us to deliver 
Their land from error’s chain. 


2 What though the spicy breezes 
Blow soft o’er Ceylon’s isle; 
Though every prospect pleases, 
And only man is vile; 
In yain with lavish kindness 
The gifts of God are strown; 
The heathen, in his blindness, 
Bows down to wood and stone! 


3 Shall we, whose souls are lighted 
With wisdom from on high,— 
Shall we, to men benighted, 
The lamp of life deny? 
Salvation, oh, salvation! 
The joyful sound proclaim, 
Till earth’s remotest nation 
Has learned Messiah’s name. 


4 Waft, waft, ye winds, his story, 
And you, ye waters, roll, 

Till, like a sea of glory, 
It spreads from pole to pole; 


Till o’er our ransomed nature 
The Lamb for sinners slain, 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 
In bliss returns to reign! 
Reginald Heber. 
524 The day of Jubilee. 
How BEAUTEOUS on the mountains, 
The feet of him that brings, 
Like streams from living fountains, 
Good tidings of good things; 
That publisheth salvation, 
And jubilee release, 
To every tribe and nation, 
God’s reign of joy and peace! 


2 Lift up thy voice, O watchman! 
And shout, from Zion’s towers, 
Thy hallelujah chorus,— 
“The victory is ours!” 
The Lord shall build up Zion 
In glory and renown, 
And Jesus, Judah’s lion, 
Shall wear his rightful crown; 


3 Break forth in hymns of gladness; 
O waste Jerusalem! 

Let songs, instead of sadness, 
Thy jubilee proclaim; 

The Lord, in strength victorious, 
Upon thy foes hath trod; 

Behold, O earth! the glorious 
Salvation of our God! ; 


Benjamin Gough, 
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ORIENS. 7s, 6s. D. 


W. F. SHERWIN. 




































































525 The morning light. 

THe morning light is breaking; 
The darkness disappears! 

The sons of earth are waking 
To penitential tears; 

Each breeze that sweeps the ocean 
Brings tidings from afar, 

Of nations in commotion, 
Prepared for Zion’s war. 


2 See heathen nations bending 
Before the God we love, 

And thousand hearts ascending 
In gratitude above; 

While sinners, now confessing, 
The gospel call obey, 

And seek the Saviour’s blessing— 
A nation in a day. 


3 Blest river of salvation! 
Pursue thine onward way; 
Flow thou to every nation, 
Nor in thy richness stay: 
Stay not till all the lowly 
Triumphant reach their home: 
Stay not till all the holy 
Proclaim—‘‘The Lord is come!” 


Samuel F, Smith. 


5 Ds 6 Psalm 1h. 

Ou, that the Lord’s salvation 
Were out of Zion come, 

To heal his ancient nation, 
To lead his outcasts home! 


14P 








How long the holy city 
Shall heathen feet profane? 
Return, O Lord, in pity, 
Rebuild her walls again. 


2 Let fall thy rod of terror, 
Thy saving grace impart; 
Roll back the vail of error, 
Release the fettered heart; 
Let Israel, home returning, 
Their lost Messiah see; 
Give oil of joy for mourning, 
And bind thy Church to thee. 
Henry F. Lyte 
52 7 Departing Missionaries. 
Rout on, thou mighty ocean; 
And, as thy billows flow, 
Bear messengers of mercy 
To every land below. 
Arise, ye gales, and waft them 
Safe to the destined shore; 
That man may sit in darkness, 
And death’s black shade no more. 


2 O thou eternal Ruler, 
Who holdest in thine arm 

The tempests of the ocean, 
Protect them from all harm! 

Thy presence, Lord, be with them, 
Wherever they may be; 

Though far from us, who love them, 
Still let them be with thee. 


James Edmeston. 
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5 Bs 8 Psalm 72. 


Hatt to the Lord’s anointed, With offerings of devotion, 
Great David’s greater Son! Ships from the isles shall meet, 
Hail, in the time appointed, To pour the wealth of ocean 
His reign on earth begun! In tribute at his feet. 
He comes to break oppression, 
To set the captive free, 5 Kings shall fall down before him, 
To take away transgression, And gold and incense bring: 
And rule in equity. All nations shall adore him; 
His praise all people sing; 
2 He comes, with succor speedy, For he shall have dominion 
To those who suffer wrong; O’er river, sea, and shore, 
To help the poor and needy, Far as the eagle’s pinion 
And bid the weak be strong; Or dove’s light wing can soar, 
To give them songs for sighing, 
Their darkness turn to light, 6 For him shall prayer unceasing 
Whose souls, condemned and dying, And daily vows ascend; 
Were precious in his sight. His kingdom still increasing, 
A kingdom without end. 
3 He shall come down like showers The heavenly dew shall nourish 
Upon the fruitful earth, A seed in weakness sown, 
And love, and joy, like flowers, Whose fruit shall spread and flourish, 
Spring in his path to birth: And shake like Lebanon. 
Before him, on the mountains, 
Shall peace the herald go, 7 O’er every foe victorious, 
And righteousness in fountains He on his throne shall rest; 
From hill to valley flow. From age to age more glorious, 
All-blessing and all-blessed. 
4 Arabia’s desert-ranger The tide of time shall never 
To him shall bow the knee; His covenant remove; 
The Ethiopian stranger His name shall stand for ever; 
His glory come to see: His great, best name of Love! 


James Montgomery. 


’ MISSIONS AND GROWTH. 211 
RATHBUN. 8s, 7s. 
2S 









































5 a 9 Revival Implored. 

Saviour, visit thy plantation! 
Grant us, Lord, a gracious rain: 

All will come to desolation, 
Unless thou return again. 


4 But a drought has since succeeded, 
And asad decline we see: 

Lord, thy help is greatly needed: 
Help can only come from thee. 

5 Let our mutual love be fervent: 
Make us prevalent in prayer; 

Let each one esteemed thy servant 

- Shun the world’s bewitching snare. 

6 Break the tempter’s fatal power, 
Turn the stony heart to flesh, 

And begin from this good hour 


To revive thy work afresh. 
John Newton, 


2 Keep no longer at a distance, 
Shine upon us from on high, 

Lest, for want of thine assistance, 
Every plant should droop and die. 

3 Once, O Lord, thy garden flourished; 
Every part looked gay and green; 

Then thy word our spirits nourished: 
Happy seasons we have seen. 
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Hushed be the accents of sorrow and mourning; Zi-on in _ tri-umph begins her mild reign. 
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580 cir The Proniee: 3 Lo! in the desert rich flowers are 
Ham to the brightness of Zion’s glad springing, 
morning! Streams ever copious are gliding along; 
Joy to thelandsthatin darkness havelain! Loud from the mountain-tops echoes are 
Hushed be the accents of sorrow and ringing, 
mourning; Wastes rise in verdure, and mingle in 
Zion in triumph begins her mild reign. song. 
BEd) gortho Grientness fof Zion's plad 4 See, from all lands—from the isles of the 
morning, igi: 


Praise to Jehovah ascending on high; 


Long by the prophets of Israel foretold; Fallen are the engines of war and commo- 


Hail to the millions from bondage return- rope 
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531 Sun of Righteousness. 
O’rr the gloomy hills of darkness, 
Cheered by no celestial ray, 
Sun of Righteousness! arising, 
Bring the bright, the glorious day; 
Send the gospel 
To the earth’s remotest bound. 


2 Kingdoms wide that sit in darkness, — 
Grant them, Lord! the glorious light: 
‘And, from eastern coast to western, 
May the morning chase the night; 
And redemption, 
Freely purchased, win the day. 


3 Fly abroad, thou mighty gospel! 
Win and conquer, never cease; 
May thy lasting, wide dominions 
Multiply and still increase; 
Sway the sceptre, 
Saviour! all the world around. 


William Williams, 


5 3 2 Home Missions. 
Samnts of God! the dawn is brightening, 
Token of our coming Lord; 
O’er the earth the field is whitening; 
Louder rings the Master’s word,— 
“Pray for reapers 
In the harvest of the Lord.” 


2 Now, O Lord! fulfill thy pleasure, 
Breathe upon thy chosen band, 
And, with pentecostal measure, 
Send forth reapers o’er our land,— 
Faithful reapers, 
Gathering sheaves for thy right hand. 








3 Broad the shadow of our nation, . 
Eager millions hither roam; 
Lo! they wait for thy salvation; 
Come, Lord Jesus! quickly come! 
By thy Spirit, 
Bring thy ransomed people home. 


4 Soon shall end the time of weeping, 
Soon the reaping time will come,— 
Heaven and earth together keeping 
God’s eternal Harvest Home: 
Saints and angels! 
Shout the world’s great Harvest Home. 


Mrs. Mary Maxwell, 


533 
On the mountain’s top appearing, 
Lo! the sacred herald stands, 
Welcome news to Zion bearing— 
Zion long in hostile lands: 
Mourning captive! 
God himself shall loose thy bands. 


The gospel herald. 


2 Has thy night been long and mournful? 
Have thy friends unfaithful proved? 
Have thy foes been proud and scornful? 
By thy sighs and tears unmoved? 
Cease thy mourning; 
Zion still is well beloved. 


3 God, thy God, will now restore thee; 
He himself appears thy Friend; 
All thy foes shall flee before thee; 
Here their boasts and triumphs end: 
Great deliverance 


Zion’s King will surely send. 
Thomas Kelly. 
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Haunenusan! best and sweetest 

Of the hymns of praise above; 
Hallelujah! thou repeatest, 
Angel Host, these notes of love; 

This ye utter, 

While your golden harps ye move. 


“Hallelujah!” 


2 Hallelujah! Church Victorious, 
Join the concert of the sky; 
Hallelujah! bright and glorious, 
Lift, ye Saints, this strain on high; 
We, poor exiles, 
Join not yet your melody. 


ST. BRIDE. 5S. M. 











3 Hallelujah! strains of gladness, 
Suit not souls with anguish torn; 
Hallelujah! sounds of sadness 
Best become the heart forlorn; 
Our offences 
We with bitter tears must mourn. 


4 But our earnest supplication, 
Holy God, we raise to thee; 
Visit us with thy salvation, 
Make us all thy joys to see. 
Hallelujah! 
Ours at length this strain shall be. 


John Chandler, tr. 


S. Howarp. 



































O Lord,thy work re-vive, 


In Zi-on’s gloomy hour, Andmakeher dy- C gra- 4 live 


By thy abe a power. 
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O Lorp, thy work revive, 
In Zion’s gloomy hour, 
And make her dying graces live 
By thy restoring power. 


‘* Revive thy work.” 


2 Awake thy chosen few 
To fervent earnest prayer; 
Again may they their vows renew, 
Thy blesséd presence share. 


3 Thy Spirit then will speak 
Through lips of feeble clay, 

And hearts of adamant will break, 
And rebels will obey. 


4 Lord, lend thy gracious ear; 
Oh, listen to our cry; 

Oh, come and bring salvation here: 
Our hopes on thee rely. 


Mrs. P. H. Brown, alt. 
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5 oS 6 Declension. 
Ou, for the happy hour 

When God will hear our ery, 
And send, with a reviving power, 


His Spirit from on high. 


2 While many crowd thy house, 
How few, around thy board, 

Meet to recount their solemn yows, 
And bless thee as their Lord! 


3 Thou, thou alone canst give 
Thy gospel sure success; 

Canst bid the dying sinner live 
Anew in holiness. 


4 Come, then, with power divine, 
Spirit of life and love! 
Then shall this people all be thine, 


This church like that above. 
George W. Bethune. 


214 THE CHURCH OF GOD. 


BEAUTEOUS DAY. P.M. Geo. F. Root. 
| 4st. |2d. CHORUS. 
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537 We are watching. 
WE are watching, we are waiting, When the night of sin shall vanish, 
For the bright prophetic day: And the shadows melt away.—Cuo. 


When the shadows, weary shadows, 


Pjtieworld shell roll snay Cnc. 2 ee 


For the beauteous King of day: 
2 We are watching, we are waiting, For the Chiefest of ten-thousand, 
For the star that brings the day: For the Light, the Truth, the way.—Cno. 


W. O. Cushing. 





5388 P.M. “Jordan’s Strand.” 


My days are gliding swiftly by, 3 Should coming days be cold and dark, 
And J, a pilgrim stranger, We need not cease our singing; 
Would not detain them as they fly, That perfect rest naught can molest, 
Those hours of toil and danger. Where golden harps are ringing. —Rer. 
Rer.—For, oh, we stand on Jordan’s strand, 4 Let sorrow’s rudest tempest blow, 
Our friends are passing over; Each cord on earth to sever; 
And just before, the Shining Shore Qpr King says, Come, and there’s our home 
, We may almost discover! For ever, oh, for ever! 
2 We’ll gird our loins, my brethren dear, Rer.—For, oh, we stand on Jordan’s strand, 
Our heavenly home discerning; Our friends are passing over; 
Our absent Lord has left us word, And just before, the Shining Shore 
Let every lamp be burning.—Rer. We may almost discover! 


D. Nelson. 
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5 3 9 «We are confident.” 

Way do we mourn departing friends, 
Or shake at death’s alarms? 

*T is but the voice that Jesus sends, 
To call them to his arms, 


4 The graves of all the saints he blessed, 
And softened every bed; 

Where should the dying members rest, 
But with the dying Head? 


5 Thence he arose, ascending high, 
And showed our feet the way; 
Up to the Lord we, too, shall fly 
At the great rising-day. 
3 Why should we tremble to convey . peat a rng eb aa iediclae sound, 
Their bodies to the tomb? g 
There the dear flesh of Jesus lay, 


2 Are we not tending upward, too, 
As fast as time can move? 

Nor would we wish the hours more slow, 
To keep us from our love. 


Awake! ye nations under ground; 
Ye saints! ascend the skies. 























And scattered all the gloom. Isaac Watts. 
SHINING SHORE. P. M. Gro. F. Roor. 
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216 THE CHRISTIAN’S DEATH. 
NEARER HOME. S. M. D. I. B. Woopsury. 
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540 “ For ever.” 541 ‘“* Nearer.” 
“For ever with the Lord!” OnE sweetly solemn thought 
So, Jesus! let it be; Comes to me o’er and o’er,— 
Life from the dead is in that word; Nearer my home, to-day, am I 
"Tis immortality. Than e’er I’ve been before. 
Here, in the body pent, Nearer my Father’s house, 
Absent from thee I roam: Where many mansions be; 
Yet nightly pitch my moving tent Nearer to-day the great white throne, 
A day’s march nearer home. Nearer the crystal sea. 
2 My Father’s house on high, 2 Nearer the bound of life, 
Home of my soul! how near, Where burdens are laid down; 
At times, to faith’s aspiring eye, Nearer to leave the heavy cross: 
Thy golden gates appear! Nearer to gain the crown. 
‘*For ever with the Lord!” But, lying dark between, 
Father, if ’tis thy will, Winding down through the night, 
The promise of thy gracious word There rolls the deep and unknown stream 
Ey’n here to me fulfill. That leads at last to light. 
3 So, when my latest breath 3 Ey’n now, perchance, my feet 
Shall rend the vail in twain, Are slipping on the brink, 
By death I shall escape from death, And I, to-day, am nearer home,— 
And life eternal gain. Nearer than now I think. 
Knowing as I am known, Father, perfect my trust! 
How shall I love that word, Strengthen my power of faith! 
And oft repeat before the throne, Nor let me stand, at last, alone 
‘For ever with the Lord!” Upon the shore of death. 


James Montgomery. Phoebe Cary. 
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GREENWOOD. S. M. 








J. E. Sweerser. 
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It is not death to die— To leave this weary road, And’mid the broth-er-hood on high, To be at home wo God. 






























5 4 a “Where is thy victory?” 

It is not death to die— 
To leave this weary road, 

And ’mid the brotherhood on high, 
To be at home with God. 


2 It is not death to close 

The eye long dimmed by tears, 
And wake, in glorious repose 

To spend eternal years. 


3 It is not death to bear 
The wrench that sets us free 

From dungeon chain,—to breathe the air 
Of boundless liberty. 


4 It is not death to fling 
Aside this sinful dust, 

And rise, on strong exulting wing, 
To live among the just. 


5 Jesus, thou Prince of life! 
Thy chosen cannot die; 

Like thee, they conquer in the strife, 
To reign with thee on high, 


Geo, W. Bethune. 


DUNBAR. S. M. 











543 Death of w Veteran. 
Servant of God, well done! 
Rest from thy loved employ: 
The battle fought, the victory won, 
Enter thy Master’s joy! 


2 The voice at midnight came; 
He started up to hear; 

A mortal arrow pierced his frame; 
He fell, but felt no fear. 


3 His spirit with a bound 
Left its encumbering clay: 

His tent, at sunrise, on the ground 
A darkened ruin lay. 


4 The pains of death are past, 
Labor and sorrow cease, 

And life’s long warfare closed at last, 
His soul is found in peace. 


5 Soldier of Christ, well done! 
Praise be thy new employ; 

And, while eternal ages run, 
Rest in thy Saviour’s joy. 


James Montgomery. 


E. W. Dunpar. 
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ZEPHYR. L. M. 








THE CHRISTIAN’S DEATH. 


W. B. BrapBury. 




















5 4.4. t “ His beloved sleep.” 
Way should we start, and fear to die? 
What timorous worms we mortals are! 
Death is the gate of endless joy, 
And yet we dread to enter there. 


2 The pains, the groans, the dying strife 
_ Fright our approaching souls away; 
We still shrink back again to life, 
Fond of our prison and our clay. 


3 Oh, if my Lord would come and meet, 
My soul should stretch her wings in haste, 
Fly fearless through death’s iron gate, 
Nor feel the terrors as she passed. 


4 Jesus can make a dying bed 
Feel soft as downy pillows are, 

While on his breast I lean my head, 
And breathe my life out sweetly there! 


Isaac Watts. 


REST. L. M 

















5 45 Death of the Righteous. 


How susst the righteous when he dies,— 
»When sinks a weary soul to rest! 

How mildly beam the closing eyes! 
How gently heaves the expiring breast! 


2 So fades a summer-cloud away; 

So sinks the gale when storms are o’er; 
So gently shuts the eye of day; 

So dies a wave along the shore. 


3 A holy quiet reigns around,— 
A calm which life nor death destroys; 
And naught disturbs that peace profound, 
Which his unfettered soul enjoys. 


4 Life’s labor done, as sinks the clay, 
Light from its load the spirit flies; 

While heaven and earth combine to say,— 
‘‘How blest the righteous when he dies!” 


Mrs. Anna L. Barbauld. 


W. B. Brappury. 





























546 


AstEEP in Jesus! blesséd sleep! 
From which none ever wake to weep; 
A calm and undisturbed repose, 
Unbroken by the last of foes. 


“ Asleep in Jesus.” 


2 Asleep in Jesus! oh, how sweet 

To be for such a slumber meet! 

With holy confidence to sing 

That death hath lost its venomed sting! 


3 Asleep in Jesus! peaceful rest! 
Whose waking is supremely blest; 
No fear—no woe, shall dim the hour 
That manifests the Saviour’s power. 


4 Asleep in Jesus! oh, for me 
May such a blissful refuge be: 
Securely shall my ashes lie, 


And wait the summons from on high. 
Mrs. Margaret Mackay. 
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J. M. Giornovicnt. 
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5AT Life's Sunset. 

Brxoup the western evening light! 
It melts in deepening gloom: 

So calmly Christians sink away, 
Descending to the tomb. 

The winds breathe low, the withering leaf 
Scarce whispers from the tree: 

So gently flows the parting breath, 
When good men cease to be. 


2 How beautiful on all the hills 
The crimson light is shed! 

*T'is like the peace the Christian gives 
To mourners round his bed. 

How mildly on the wandering cloud 
The sunset beam is cast! 

"Tis like the memory left behind 
When loved ones breathe their last. 


3 And now above the dews of night 
The rising star appears: 

So faith springs in the heart of those 
Whose eyes are bathed in tears. 

But soon the morning’s happier light 
Its glory shall restore, 

And eyelids that are sealed in death 


Shall wake to close no more. 
W. B. O, Peabody. 


548 

Benerata our feet and o’er our head 
Is equal warning given; 

Beneath us lie the countless dead, 
Above us is the heaven! 

Death rides on every passing breeze, 
And lurks in every flower; 

Each season hath its own disease, 
Its peril every hour! 


‘““ Number our days.” 


2 Our eyes have seen the rosy light 
Of youth’s soft cheek decay; 

And fate descend in sudden night 
On manhood’s middle day. 

Our eyes have seen the steps of age 
Halt feebly to the tomb; 

And yet shall earth our hearts engage, 
And dreams of days to come? 


3 Then, mortal, turn! thy danger know; 
Where’er thy foot can tread, 

The earth rings hollow from below, 
And warns thee of her dead! 

Turn, mortal, turn! thy soul apply 
To truths divinely given: 

The dead, who underneath thee lie, 


Shall live for hell or heaven! 
Reginald Heber. 


220 THE GENERAL JUDGMENT. 
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‘Hasten, Lord! the glorious time When, beneath Messiah’s iy 
Every nation,every clime, Shall the gospel’s call obey. Mightiest kings his pow’r shall own, Heathen tribes his name adore; 
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549 The World’s Conversion. 
Hasren, Lord! the glorious time 
When, beneath Messiah’s sway, 
Every nation, every clime, 
Shall the gospel’s call obey. 
Mightiest kings his power shall own, 
Heathen tribes his name adore; Al iris sedpaky teks can ie 


Satan and his host, o’erthrown, : : 
i : All his wondrous love proclaim. 
Bound in chains, shall hurt no more. ppt 


























2 Then shall wars and tumults cease, 
Then be banished grief and pain; 

Righteousness and joy and peace 
Undisturbed shall ever reign. 

Bless we, then, our gracious Lord; 
Ever praise his glorious name; 


JUDGMENT-SEAT. P.M. Arr. by T. Hastincs. 
IN 
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2 Oh, there will be mourning 































































































































































550 The Day of Judgment. Before the judgment-seat! 
Ou, there will be mourning When the trumpet’s warning 
Before the judgment-seat, The sinner’s ear shall greet!—Cuo. 


When this world is burning, 


Beneath Jehovah’s feet! 3 Sdn etene eRe cure 


Before the judgment-seat! 


Cuo.—Friends and kindred there will part. When, from dust returning, 
Will part to meet no more; The lost their doom shall meet.—Cuo. 
Wrath will sink the rebel’s heart, 4 Oh, there will be mourning 
While saints on high adore. Before the judgment-seat; 
Oh, there will be mourning Justice, ever frowning, 


Before the judgment-seat. Shall seal the sinner’s fate.—Cuo. 


Anon, 
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P. Kiuae’s GresanGcBucu. 
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5 5 1 Prepare to meet God. 

Great God, what do I see and hear! 
The end of things created! 

The Judge of man I see appear, 
On clouds of glory seated: 

The trumpet sounds; the graves restore 

The dead which they contained before; 
Prepare, my soul, to meet him. 


2 The dead in Christ shall first arise, 
At the last trumpet’s sounding— 
Caught up to meet him in the skies, 
With joy their Lord surrounding; 
No gloomy fears their souls dismay, 
His presence sheds eternal day 
On those prepared to meet him. 


3 But sinners, filled with guilty fears, 
Behold his wrath prevailing; 

For they shall rise, and find their tears 
And sighs are unavailing: 

The day of grace is past and gone; 

Trembling they stand before the throne, 
All unprepared to meet him. 


4 Great God! what do I see and hear! 
The end of things created! 

The Judge of man I see appear, 
On clouds of glory seated: 

Beneath his cross I view the day 

When heaven and earth shall pass away, 


And thus prepare to meet him. 
William B, Collyer. 
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5d 2 “* Into thine hand.” 

WHEN mny last hour is close at hand, 
My last sad Journey taken, 

Do thou, Lord Jesus! by me stand; 
Let me not be forsaken: 

O Lord! my spirit I resign 

Into thy loving hands divine; 
"Tis safe within thy keeping. 


2 Countless as sands upon the shore, 
My sins may then appall me; 

Yet, though my conscience vex me sore, 
Despair shall not enthrall me; 

For as I draw my latest breath, 

Ill think, Lord Christ! upon thy death; 
And there find consolation. 


3 Ishall not in the grave remain, 
Since thou death’s bonds hast severed: 
By hope with thee to rise again, 
From fear of death delivered, 
I’ll come to thee, where’er thou art,— 
Live with thee, from thee never part; 
Therefore I die in rapture. 


4 And so to Jesus Christ I'll go, 
My longing arms extending; 

So fall asleep, in slumber deep, 
Slumber that knows no ending; 

Till Jesus Christ, God’s only Son, 

Opens the gates of bliss, leads on 


To heaven, to life eternal. 
Edgar A. Bowring, tr 
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THE REST OF HEAVEN. 


C. D’URBAN. 
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The sands of time are sink-ing; Thedawnof heav-en breaks; The summer mornI’ve 








fff e+e o—e» 































































































5 5 3 “Tmmanuel’s Land.” 
Tue sands of time are sinking; 
The dawn of heaven breaks; 
The summer morn I’ve sighed for, 
The fair, sweet morn, awakes. 
Dark, dark hath been the midnight; 
But dayspring is at hand, 
And glory—glory dwelleth 
In Immanuel’s land.. 


2 Oh, Christ! he is the fountain, 
The deep, sweet well of love; 
The streams on earth I’ve tasted, 
More deep I ’ll drink above; 
There to an ocean fullness 

His merey doth expand, 
And glory—glory dwelleth 
In Immanuel’s land. 


3 With mercy and with judgment 
My web of time he wove, 
And aye the dews of sorrow 
Were lustred by his love; - 
Ill bless the hand that guided, 
I'll bless the heart that planned, 
When throned where glory dwelleth, 
In Immanuel’s land. 


Mrs, Anne R. Cousin, 








5 5 4 “ His house of wine.” 

Ou, Christ, he is the fountain, 
The deep, sweet well of love! 
The streams on earth I’ve tasted, 
More deep I’ll drink above: 

There to an ocean fullness 
His mercy doth expand, 
And glory—glory dwelleth 
In Immanuel’s land. 


2 Oh, Iam my Belovéd’s, 
And my Belovéd’s mine! 

He brings a poor vile sinner 
Into his ‘‘house of wine!” 

I stand upon his merit, 
I know no other stand, 

Not ev’n where glory dwelleth 

In Immanuel’s land. 


3 The bride eyes not her garment, 
But her dear Bridegroom’s face; 
I will not gaze at glory, 
But on my King of Grace— 
Not at the crown he giveth, 
But on his piercéd hand— 
The Lamb is all the glory 


Of Immanuel’s land. 
Mrs. Anne R. Cousin, 
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555 ‘“No more death.” 
THERE is an hour of peaceful rest, 
To mourning wanderers given; 
There is a joy for souls distressed; 


A balm for every wounded breast: 
*T is found above—in heaven, 
































































































3 There faith lifts up her cheerful eye 
To brighter prospects given; 
And views the tempest passing by, 
The evening shadows quickly fly, 
And all serene—in heaven, 


4 There fragrant flowers immortal bloom, 
And joys supreme are given; 


aes There rays divine disperse the gloom: 
When tossed on life’s tempestuous shoals, Pisy cine so eOaicntne thottom | 


Where storms arise, and ocean rolls 
; 4 i Appears the dawn of heaven! 
And all is drear—but heaven. William B. Tappan, 


2 There is a home for weary souls, 
By sin and sorrow driven,— 


HAPPY LAND. P. M. Telugu Melody. 
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There is a hap-py land, Far, cae a- fy ee glory stand,Bright,bright as day. 
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5 56 The Happy Land. 
THERE is a happy land, 


Oh, we shall happy be, 
When, from sin and sorrow free, 


ssh Mra da lk Lord we shall dwell with thee, 
Where saints in glory stand Blest, blest for aye: 
Bright, bright as day. 
Oh, how they sweetly sing, 3 Bright in that happy land, 
*‘Worthy is our Saviour King,” Beams every eye: 
Loud let his praises ring, Kept by a Father’s hand, 
Praise, praise for aye! Love cannot die. 


Oh, then to glory run; 
Be a crown and Kingdom won, 


Come, come away, And bright, above the sun 
z is 5 ’ ’ 
Why will ye doubting stand, Well reign for aye. 


Why still delay? Andrew Yourg. 


2 Come to that happy land, 
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5 5 7 The New Jerusalem. 
JERUSALEM, the golden, 

With milk and honey blest! 
Beneath thy contemplation 

Sink heart and voice oppressed: 
I know not, oh, I know not, 

What social joys are there, 
What radiancy of glory, 

What light beyond compare. 


2 They stand, those halls of Zion, 
All jubilant with song, 

And bright with many an angel, 
And all the martyr throng; 

The Prince is ever in them, 
The daylight is serene; 

The pastures of the blesséd 
Are decked in glorious sheen. 


3 There is the throne of David; 
And there, from care released, 
The song of them that triumph, 
The shout of them that feast: 
And they who, with their Leader, 
Have conquered in the fight 
For ever and for ever 
Are clad in robes of white. 


John M. Neale, tr. 


5 5 8 “* Short toil.” 


Brier life is here our portion; 
Brief sorrow, short-lived care; 
The life, that knows no ending, 
The tearless life, is there: 
Oh, happy retribution! 
Short toil, eternal rest; 
For mortals, and for sinners, 
A mansion with the blest! 


2 And there is David’s fountain, 
And life in fullest glow; 

And there the light is golden, 
And milk and honey flow; 

The light, that hath no evening, 
The health, that hath no sore, 

The life, that hath no ending, 
But lasteth evermore. 


3 There Jesus shall embrace us, 
There Jesus be embraced,— 
That spirit’s food and sunshine; 

Whence earthly love is chased: 
Yes! God my King and Portion, 
In fullness of his grace, 
We then shall see for ever, 
And worship face to face. 


John M. Neale, tt. 
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J. P. Horsroox. 
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559 “A City.” 
JERUSALEM, the glorious! 
The glory of the elect,— 
O dear and future vision 
That eager hearts expect! 
Ev’n now by faith I see thee, 
Ey’n here thy walls discern; 
To thee my thoughts are kindled, 
And strive, and pant, and yearn! 


2 The Cross is all thy splendor, 
The Crucified, thy praise; 
His laud and benediction 
Thy ransomed people raise ;— 
Jerusalem! exulting 
On that securest shore, 
I hope thee, wish thee, sing thee, 
And love thee evermore! 


3 O sweet and blesséd Country! 
Shall I e’er see thy face? 
O sweet and blesséd Country! 
Shall I e’er win thy grace? 
Exult, O dust and ashes! 
The Lord shall be thy part; 
His only, his for ever, 
Thou shalt be, and thou art! 


560 ‘The glory that excelleth.” 

Ou, fair the gleams of glory, 
And bright the scenes of mirth, 

That lighten human story 
And cheer this weary earth; 
15uP 


John M. Neale, tr. 








But richer far our treasure 
With whom the Spirit dwells, 

Ours, ours in heavenly measure 
The glory that excels. 


2 The lamplight faintly gleameth 
Where shines the noonday ray; 
From Jesus’ face there beameth 
Light of a sevenfold day; 
And earth’s pale lights, all faded, 
The Light from heaven dispels; 
But shines for aye unshaded 
The glory that excels. 


3 No broken cisterns need they 
Who drink from living rills; 
No other music heed they 
Whom God’s own music thrills. 
Earth’s precious things are tasteless, 
Its boisterous mirth repels, 
Where flows in measure wasteless 
The glory that excels. 


4 Since on our life descended 
Those beams of light and love, 
Our steps have heavenward tended, 

Our eyes have looked above, 
Till through the clouds concealing 
The home where glory dwells, 

Our Jesus comes revealing 
The glory that excels. 


Charles I, Camerom, 
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Be F PRIMI 1 Pact Mand No chilling winds, or poisonous breath, 
dk wey eek See ele Can reach that healthful shore; 
And cast a wishful eye : : 

To C 3 faie and 1 fang 3 Sickness and sorrow, pain and death, 
0 eee. ia a ae eae _Are felt and feared no more. 
Where my possessions lie. 

Oh, the transporting, rapturous scene, 3 When shall I reach that happy place, 
That rises to my sight! And be for ever blest? 

Sweet fields arrayed in living green, When shall I see my Father’s face, 


And in his bosom rest? 


‘ And rivers of delight! 
Filled with delight, my raptured soul 


2 O’er all those wide extended plains 
; Can here no longer stay; 
Shines one eternal day; ‘i 
‘ ; Though Jordan’s waves around me roll, 
There God, the Son, for ever reigns, r 3 
: Fearless I’d launch away. 
And scatters night away. Soe eee 
Welsh Melody. 
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Who are all this glo-rious band? Al~le- lu- ia! hark they sing, Prais-ing loud their heav’nly King. 
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5 62 “Who are these? 3 S z 
Wao are these like stars appearing, — as d peey eed: , 
' Now, their painful conflict o’er, 
These, before God’s throne who stand? God has bid th : 
Each a golden crown is wearing; anaes ts Se ete aed 
Who are all this glorious band? 4 These, like priests, have watched and 
Alleluia! hark they sing, Offering up to Christ their will, [waited, 
Praising loud their heavenly King. Soul and body consecrated, 


Day and night they serve him still: 


2 These are they who have contended Now in Gudea) felt 


For their Saviour’s honor long, : 
Wrestling on fill Ifo wastendod, Blest they stand before his face. 
Following not the sinful throng: 5 Lo, the Lamb himself now feeds them, 
These, who well the fight sustained, On Mount Sion’s pastures fair; 
Triumph by the Lamb have gained. From his central throne he leads them 
: : = By the living fountains there: 
3 These are they whose hearts were riven, Lata biadtdl Shaphesie@iiedseapsotie: 


Sore with woe and anguish tried, F Msi th i 
Who in prayer full oft have striven TS ee em. Paes 
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And never-withering flowers; Death,like a nar- i as Os This heavenly land from jude 
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563 “Go over a Jordan.” 
THERE is a land of pure delight, 
Where saints immortal reign; 
Infinite day excludes the night, 
And pleasures banish pain. 
There everlasting spring abides, 
And never-withering flowers; 
Death, like a narrow sea, divides 
This heavenly land from ours. 


2 Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood 


a ee es ee Not Jordan’s stream, nor death’s cold flood, 


So to the Jews old Canaan stood, : 
While Jordan rolled between. CE ee hoe Watts. 
















































































But timorous mortals start and shrink 
To cross this narrow sea; 

And linger, shivering on the brink, 
And fear to launch away. 

3 Oh, could we make our doubts remove, 
These gloomy doubts that rise, 

And see the Canaan that we love 
With unbeclouded eyes:— 

Could we but climb where Moses stood, 
And view the landscape o’er, 


JERUSALEM. C. M. From Episcopat HyMNnaL. 
(a aN 












































564 The New Jerusalem. 

JERUSALEM! my happy home! 
Name ever dear to me! 

When shall my labors have an end, 
In joy, and peace, in thee! 

2 Oh, when, thou city of my God, 
Shall I thy courts ascend, 

Where congregations ne’er break up, 
And Sabbaths have no end? 


4 Why should I shrink at pain and woe! 
Or feel, at death, dismay? 

I’ve Canaan’s goodly land in view, 
And realms of endless day. 

5 Apostles, martyrs, prophets there, 
Around my Sayiour stand; 

And soon my friends in Christ below, 
Will join the glorious band. 


: , 6 Jerusalem! my happy home! 

3 There happier Gauze Pan Eden’s bloom, eacal ait ne hutbt tied: 
fee <y oni ae sane t é Then shall my labors have an end, 

Blest seats! thro’ rude and stormy scenes When I thy joys shall see. 


I onward press to you. “RB. Pt te, 1616, 
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German melody. 

















Je-ru - sa-lem, When shallI come to thee? When shall my sor - rows 
\ 


oo eee 
SSS ed 


an end? Thy joys when shall I see? Thy joys when shall I see? 


ee oe ee ee ee ee 


A oe site fia He 3 No dimly cloud o’ershadows thee, 
meee ie aT eeu vee Nor gloom, nor darksome night; 

When shall iby sioctts nate end? Sub every soul shines 26 i ane 
Hibs joye' wien cliall Ieee? For God himself gives light. 



















































































4 Thy walls are made of precious stone, 


2 O happy harbor of God’s saints! Thy balwerkaldiamend-syares) 
O sweet and pleasant soil! : 
Ti 4h: Luouta Thy gates are all of orient pearl— 
ee ee ek O God! if I were there! 
Nor grief, nor care, nor toil. eae 


AMSTERDAM. 7s, 6s. 


ofits awe: see Tee 


| 
Rise, my soul, and stretch thy wings, Thy bet - ter ree trace; 
Rise from tran-si - to - ry things Tow’rd heav’n, thy native place: \ Sunand moonand stars de-cay; 














































































566 Spe Bee ee So a soul that’s born of God, 


Risr, my soul, and stretch thy wings, 
Thy better portion trace; 

Rise from transitory things 
Toward heaven, thy native place: 


Pants to view his glorious face; 
Upward tends to his abode, 
To rest in his embrace. 


Sun and moon and stars decay; 3 Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn, 
Time shall soon this earth remove; Press onward to the prize; 

Rise, my soul, and haste away Soon our Saviour will return 
To seats prepared above. Triumphant in the skies: 


Yet a season,—and you know 
5 : h Happy entrance will be given, 
Nar-siay 12 al) fhelr course: All our sorrows left below, 


Fire ascending seeks the sun; ; 
Both speed them to their source: ee ee 


2 Rivers to the ocean run, 


THE REST OF HEAVEN. 


MOUNSEY. 8s, 7s. 


A. M. BARTHOLEMEW. 
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567 “<The sea of glass.” 

Harx! the sound of holy voices, 
Chanting at the crystal sea, 

Hallelujah, hallelujah, 
Hallelujah, Lord, to thee! 


2 Multitudes, which none can number, 
Like the stars in glory stand, 

Clothed in white apparel, holding 
Palms of victory in their hands. 


3 They have come from tribulation, 
And have washed their robes in blood, 

Washed them in the blood of Jesus; 
Tried they were and firm they stood. 


4 Mocked, imprisoned, stoned, tormented, 
Sawn asunder, slain with sword, 

They have conquered death and Satan 
By the might of Christ the Lord. 


5 Love and peace they taste for ever, 
And all truth and knowledge see 
In the Beatific Vision 
Of the blesséd Trinity. 


C. Wordsworth. 


VESPER. 8s, 7s. 


568 The City. 

Dainy, daily sing the praises 
Of the City God hath made; 
In the beauteous fields of Eden 

Its foundation-stones are laid. 


2 In the midst of that dear City 
Christ is reigning on his seat, 
And the angels swing their censers 
“ In a ring about his feet. 


3 From the throne a river issues, 
Clear as crystal, passing bright, 
And it traverses the City 
Like a sudden beam of light. 


4 There the wind is sweetly fragrant, 
And is laden with the song 

Of the seraphs, and the elders, 
And the great redeeméd throng. 


5 Oh, I would my ears were open 
Here to catch that happy strain! 

Oh, I would my eyes some vision 
Of that Eden could attain! 


S. Baring-Gould, 


Arr. fr. FLorow. 
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Thisis not my place of resting,—Mine’s a cit-y yet to ea Onward to it I am hast-ing—On to my e-ter-nal home. 
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5 69 Not our Rest. 


Tuts is not my place of resting,— 
Mine’s a city yet to come; 
Onward to it I am hasting— 
On to my eternal home. 


2 In it all is light and glory; 

O’er it shines a nightless day: 
Every trace of sin’s sad story, 

All the curse, hath passed away. 


3 There the Lamb, our Shepherd, leads us 
By the streams of life along,— 

On the freshest pastures feeds us, 
Turns our sighing into song. 


4 Soon we pass this desert dreary, 
Soon we bid farewell to pain; 
Never more are sad or weary, 


Never, never sin again! 
Horattus Bonar. 


220 THE REST OF HEAVEN. 
BEULAH. 7s. E, Ives. 
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Hymning one triumphant song?—"Worthy es Lamb, onceslain,Blessing,hon-or, glo-ry, power, 
New do - min-ion ev - ery hour,’ 
det Ges 
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OLIM. P. M. T. E. PERKINS. 
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In the house of my Fa - thera~-bove, There are mansions pro-vid-ed for me Where my soulin we ful-ness of 
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joy shalla-wake From its bod-y of pr to be free. I shall go to that home oe and by (by and by), And my 
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Saviour will welcome me there (by and by): He will crown me with life, he will fill me with joy, And his garment of love I shall wear. 
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570 ‘My Father's House.” 
In the house of my Father above, 
There are mansions provided for me, 
Where my soul in the fulness of joy shall 
awake 
From its body of sin, to be free. 






















































































































































































































































2 When I weary of labor and toil, 
And with sorrow my heart is oppressed, 
Then my Saviour comes near, and I think 
with delight 
Of the beautiful mansions of rest. —Rer. 


Teese: 3 I have friends in those mansions above; 
They are waiting me now on the shore; 
And I know we shall meet at the mortals of 
light, 


I shall go to that home by and by, 
And my Saviour will welcome me there: 
He will crown me with life, he will fill me ; 
with for hen a few fleeting days shall be o’er.— 
A f Rer, 
And his garment of love I shall wear. ay ee ae Faia 
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BTL  Pune— Beulah.” 

Woo are these in bright array, 
This innumerable throng 

Round the altar, night and day 


Hymning one triumphant song?— 


‘““Worthy is the Lamb, once slain, 
Blessing, honor, glory, power, 
‘Wisdom, riches, to obtain, 
New dominion every hour.” 


2 These through fiery trials trod; 


These from great afflictions came: 


Now, before the throne of God, 
Sealed with his almighty name, 


CORRIDOR ee in M. 








Clad in raiment pure and white, 
Victor-palms in every hand, 

Through their dear Redeemer’s might, 
More than conquerors they stand. 


3 Hunger, thirst, disease unknown, 
On immortal fruits they feed; 
Them the Lamb, amid the throne, 
Shall to living fountains lead: 
Joy and gladness banish sighs— 
Perfect love dispel all fears— 
And for ever from their eyes 
God shall wipe away the tears. 


James Montgomery. 


T. J. Coox. 











ae peg nEEIE ini am 











3 
Beautiful Zi-on, built a - ae 








Benucifal “cit - y 


that I an Eon gates of see -y 





































































































white, Beautiful tem-ple—God its light. He + was diath on Cal - va-ry, } 
O - pensthose pearl-y gates to me. 
~ 
3 — —_ 
£3512-4-sec¢0¢- eae 
eee ee Se Sasa Kir = : yes 
p a a LT Le o po. 9 pa] : 
Naot 
REFRAIN. 
a Repeat jel 
3 oe o—§ gees oe 
=$ caves aoa y) 





Zi-on, 


love - ly Zi-on, 


Beau -ti-ful Zi-on, cit-y of our rane 


an ig -9- 2 -0-. 




















see ties 





572 
Beavutirun Zion, built above, 
Beautiful city that I love; 
Beautiful gates of pearly white, 

- Beautiful temple—God its light. 
He who was slain on Calvary, 
Opens those pearly gates to me.—ReEF. 


“ Beautiful Zion.” 


2 Beautiful crowns on every brow, 
- Beautiful palms the conquerors show; 
Beautiful robes the ransomed wear, 


Beautiful all who enter there— 
Thither I press with eager feet; 
There shall my rest be long and sweet. —Rzr. 


3 Beautiful throne for Christ our King, 
Beautiful songs the angels sing; 
Beautiful rest—all wanderings cease; 
Beautiful home of perfect peace— 
There shall my eyes the Saviour see-— 


Haste to his heavenly home with me.—Rer, 
G, Gill. 
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While,with ceaseless course,the sun Hastedthrough the former year, Many souls their racehave run, 








D.8.—We a lit - tle lon-ger wait,— 



































Nev-er-moretomeetus here: 
But how lit-tle none can know. 





Fixed inan e - ter-nal state, They havedone with all be-low; 
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57 3 New Year. 
WHILE, with ceaseless course, the sun 
Hasted through the former year, 
Many souls their race have run, 
Nevermore to meet us here: 
Fixed in an eternal state, 
They have done with all below; 
We a little longer wait,— 
But how little none can know. 


2 As the wingéd arrow flies 
Speedily the mark to find; 

As the lightning from the skies 
Darts, and leaves no trace behind, 


AMERICA. 6s, 4s. 








Swiftly thus our fleeting days 
Bear us down life’s rapid stream; 
Upward, Lord, our spirits raise, 
All below is but a dream. 


3 Thanks for mercies past receive; 
Pardon of our sins renew ; 

Teach us henceforth how to live, 
With eternity in view: 

Bless thy word to young and old; 
Fill us with a Saviour’s love; 

And, when life’s short tale is told, 
May we dwell with thee above! 


John Newton. 


H. Carey. 
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My coun-try ’tis of thee, Sweet land of 
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lib-er-ty, Of theeI sing: Landwheremy 
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Come, ye thankful people, come, Raise the song of Harvest Home! All is safe-ly gathered in, 


233 


GrorcE J. ELveEy. 





a the winter oi, eee 























Syere | Yee 


























seh eee Hisaleaal 


God our Maker doth provide For our wants to i ees al toGod’s own re Raise the song of Rh Home! 
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5 A. Song for ee 

Comm, ye thankful people, come, 
Raise the song of Harvest Home! 
All is safely gathered in, 

Ere the winter storms begin: 

God our Maker doth provide 

For our wants to be supplied: 
Come to God’s own temple, come, - 
Raise the song of Harvest Home! 


2 We ourselves are God’s own field, 


Fruit unto his praise to yield: 
Wheat and tares together sown, 
Unto joy or sorrow grown: 

First the blade, and then the ear, 
Then the full corn shall appear: 
Grant, O Harvest-Lord, that we 
Wholesome grain and pure may be! 


he oh -@o- -- 
: soericepitielia? 








3 For the Lord our God shall come, 
And shall take his harvest home: 
From his field shall in that day 

All offences purge away: 

Give his angels charge'at last 

In the fire the tares to cast: 

But the fruitful ears to store 

In his garner evermore. 


4 Then, thou Church Triumphant, come, 
Raise the song of Harvest Home! 

All are safely gathered in, 

Free from sorrow, free from sin: 

There, for ever purified, 

In God’s garner to abide: 

Come, ten thousand angels, come, 


Raise the glorious Harvest Home! 
Henry Alford. 





5 TS 6s, 4s. National Song. 
My country! ’tis of thee, 
Sweet land of liberty, 
Of thee I sing; 
Land where my fathers died! 
Land of the Pilgrims’ pride! 
From every mountain side 
Let freedom ring! 


2 My native country, thee— 

Land of the noble, free— 
Thy name I love; 

I love thy rocks and rills, 

Thy woods and templed hills; 

My heart with rapture thrills 
Like that above. 


3 Let music swell the breeze, 

And ring from all the trees 
Sweet freedom’s song: 

Let mortal tongues awake; 

Let all that breathe partake; 

Let rocks their silence break, — 
The sound prolong. 


4 Our fathers’ God! to thee, 
Author of liberty, 
To thee we sing: 
Long may our land be bright 
With freedom’s holy light; 
Protect us by thy might, 
Great God, our King! 


Samuel F. Smith. 
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Lord! while for all mankind we pray, Of everyclimeand coast, Oh, hear usforour nativeland, The land welovethe most. 
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576 National. 5 Waken, O Lord, our drowsy sense, 
Lorp! while for all mankind we pray, To walk this dangerous road! 
Of every clime and coast, i And if our souls are hurried hence, 


Oh, hear us for our native land, 
The land we love the most. 


2 Oh, guard our shores from every foe, 
With peace our borders bless, 


With prosperous times our cities crown, 


Our fields with plenteousness. 


3 Unite us in the sacred love 
Of knowledge, truth, and thee. 
And let our hills and valleys shout 
The songs of liberty. 


4 Here may religion, pure and mild, 
Smile on our Sabbath hours; 

And piety and virtue bless 
The home of us and ours. 


5 Lord of the nations, thus to thee 
Our country we commend; 

Be thou her refuge and her trust, 
Her everlasting friend. 


OTT Close of the Year. 

THEE we adore, eternal Name! 
And humbly own to thee 

How feeble is our mortal frame, 
What dying worms are we! 


John R. Wreford. 


2 The year rolls round, and steals away 
The breath that first it gave; 
Whate’er we do, where’er we be, 
We’re traveling to the grave. 


3 Great God! on what a slender thread 
Hang everlasting things! 

The eternal state of all the dead 
Upon life’s feeble strings! 


4 Infinite joy, or endless woe, 
Attends on every breath; 

And yet, how unconcerned we go 
Upon the brink of death! 


May they be found with God. 


Isaac Watts. 
578 
Ovr Father! through the coming year 
We know not what shall be; 
But we would leave without a fear 
Its ordering all to thee. 


New Year. 


2 It may be we shall toil in vain 
For what the world holds fair; 

And all the good we thought to gain 
Deceive and prove but care. 


3 It may be it shall darkly blend 
Our love with anxious fears, 

And snatch away the valued friend, 
The tried of many years. 


4 It may be it shall bring us days 
And nights of lingering pain; 

And bid us take a farewell gaze 
Of these loved haunts of men. 


5 But calmly, Lord, on thee we rest; 
No fears our trust shall move; 

Thou knowest what for each is best, 
And thou art Perfect Love. 


William Gaskell. 
5 G9 Prayer for Seamen. 


We come, O Lord, before thy throne, 
And, with united plea, 

We meet and pray for those who roam 
Far off upon the sea. 


2 Oh, may the Holy Spirit bow 
The sailor’s heart to thee, 

Till tears of deep repentance flow, 
Like rain-drops in the sea! 


3 Then may a Saviour’s dying love 
Pour peace into his breast, 
And waft him to the port above 


Of everlasting rest. 
Mrs. Phoebe H. Brown, 


The following tunes are used by arrangement with the Oliver Ditson Company Manoah, Serenity, Rathbun, 


Last Hope, Oak, Bethany, Siloam, Shining Shore, Wor! 


Song, Henley. 
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